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CHAPTER I. 




T was many days before Paolo 
was again admitted to the 
presence of Finette ; it seemed 
a long, long weary time to him. He wan- 
dered about the lanes, he strove to read, 
to occupy himself, but the one haunting 
care was always with him night and day ; 
his best comfort was in the short inter- 
views he was able to have with Agla^, 
she used to come down to him sometimes 
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in the mornings before Monsieur de Beau- 
vert or Madame de Larocheguyon had 
appeared, and she would then tell him 
what she thought of her patient, how she 
had passed the night. It wasr day after 
day the same story, intervals of deadly 
faintness, long nights, restless, without 
the power of motion, and a great deal of 
gentle wandering of mind after the long 
day of suffering; then came a day on 
which the doctors said she was better, 
the fever gone, the terrible pain subsiding, 
and by degrees after waiting, waiting, 
and hoping, she reached the stage at 
which she would stop for ever now, from 
which there would be no better, please 
God there might be no worse. They 
were able to carry her on to a flat sofa 
and lay her by the window, and still she 
did not ask for Paolo. 

" Finette, wa cherie^^^ said Agla^ very 
softly one day. " Will you not see him 
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to-day? every day he asks me so sadly 
and it is always the same answer." 

" When I am better, Agla^, when I can 
come down to the salon again.'* 

Ah, thitf was the hardest part of all; 
she was always talking of the time 
when she would be quite well, she 
never doubted her recovery even for one 
moment. 

" See him, Finette sweetheart, he is so 
sad and lonely, and he so longs to see you." 

Finette put her two thin little hands 
over her face. " I am afraid," she whis- 
pered. 

" My darling — why ?" 

"Because I was so pretty once, and 
now, Agla^, shall I be pretty again before 
our wedding-day ?" 

"You are lovely — ^lovely now, and he 
wiU think you more beautiful than 
ever. "^Vould you like to see yourself, 
Finette ?" 
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Agla^ spoke cheerily, but her heart 
was very full ; she sat down on the sofa 
by Finette and combed her hair, the 
little golden curls clustering on her 
head. 

"You do not know how pretty you 
are, mignonne^^ she went on. " Will you 
not let him come and see you ?" and she 
held up a little mirror. Finette glanced 
and then moved her head away. 

" Would it not be better to wait ?" she 
said restlessly. 

" Yes, yes if you wish, only he is all 
alone, and so sad, and you have seen 
your father and Madame de Larocheguyon, 
everyone except him, and he — Finette, 
my darling." 

For Finette was crying softly. " I am 
frightened," she whispered again. She 
was shy and nervous really, but she was 
too weak to bear the feeling, and there 
was nothing for it but to give up the 
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attempt^ and tell poor Paolo that he must 
wait a little longer. 

That night Agla^ woke about three 
o'clock, and as she usually did several 
times during the course of the night, she 
rose softly and went to look at her friend ; 
she saw Finette by the light of the little 
night-lamp with her eyes wide open, she 
was awake. 

" Will you open the curtains, Aglad," 
she said, " and let me see the moon.'* 

Agla^ drew them open, and allowed 
the soft white light to stream in upon 
Finette' s little bed. She threw a shawl 
round her shoulders, and came and 
sat by the bed and took Finette' s 
hand. 

"I have been dreaming, Agla6," said 
Finette softly. " I dreamt that our wed- 
ding-day had come, and that we were 
kneeling together between the great 
wedding-tapers, and the priest was stand- 
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ing before the altar, and the whole church 
was sweet with the incense rising round 
us, and the voices of the white-robed 
choir filled the air with their music." 

She paused, and Aglad gently kissed 
her hand. 

" Then, Agla6, the music was so sweet, 
so heavenly, that I turned my head in my 
dream, and the choir were all changed ; it 
was a choir of angels with crowns and 
harps of gold, and I looked for the priest 
and he also was an angel, more glorious 
than the rest, and on each side the 
marriage tapers burned with a brilliant 
and pure light which filled the whole 
church, and then I held out my hand for 
Paolo, and he was not there — he was 
gone — I could not feel him — I could 
not see him. What does it mean, 
Agla6 ?'' 

" Dreams have no meaning, Finette, do 
not think of it." 
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" But he is not gone !" and she caught 
hold of Agla^'s hand eagerly. 

" No, no ; he is not gone, no, cherie^ he 
lives on, hoping, longing for you to see 
him." 

** I will see him to-morrow," said 
Finette calmly. " And now I will go to 
sleep again, I am very tired." 

" Good-night, my darling," Agla^ kissed 
first on one eyelid then on the other, and 
stole away to her own bed. 

The next day when Finette was again 
on a sofa in the adjoining room, Aglad 
asked her if she would see Paolo ; at first 
she again hesitated and refused, then 
suddenly she said, " It will only get 
worse as I put it ofE, Agla^, do not ask 
me, bring him here." 

" Not to-day then," said Agla^ very 
anxiously. She went down-stairs and told 
Paolo what Finette had said, and how 
she dreaded the interview. Then he said, 
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" I will go up now at once, Aglai, and 
you shall tell her quietly that I am at 
the door, it will be best so." 

Agla^ did not refuse, and they went 
up-stairs. He had grown used to calling 
her by her christian name now, and it 
seemed as though they had known each 
other for long years. 

She went hastily into the room, and 
leaning over Finette said cheerily. 

" My dariing, here is Don Paolo come 
to see you." 

And he came in, and stood beside her. 
Finette put out her little white hand 
to him, and with the other she held 
Agla^'s gown tightly. Paolo pressed her 
hand to his lips, but neither spoke, then 
once more Agla6 came to their aid. 

"Will you sit there. Prince?" she said 
drawing a chair forward. " There, where 
Finette can see you," and she sat down 
on the sofa by her friend. 
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There was a strange constrained con- 
versation at first, about the weather and 
the sea, and little trivial things; they 
would not trust themselves to speak of 
anything of deeper interest, and after 
about a quarter of an hour Paolo went 
away ; he did not kiss her this time, 
only held her hand in his — she said 
wistfully ; 

" You will come again ?" and he answered 
" Yes," and was gone. Somehow poor 
Paolo felt far more desolate after this 
interview than before, it seemed to take 
from him that feeling he had had that 
she was his, all his, almost his own little 
wife, and make him feel outside the halo 
of love that surrounded her, a stranger 
to her, doomed to bear all the suffering 
without the comfort. 

After that day, he went every day to 
spend some time with her, Madame de 
Larocheguyon would sit in the room 
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with her work, and Agla^ would go out 
for the walk which used to bring back 
the fading colour to her cheeks. Finette 
grew to look forward to his coming as 
the one brightness of the day ; he had 
schooled himself to the task, and used to 
smile, and by degrees talk almost gaily 
to her, and read aloud to her, when she 
wished it, for hours together. 

One day when they were thus together, 
a message came to summon Madame de 
Larocheguyon to receive some visitors. 

She rose and glanced at them, a little 
embarrassed what to do, then left the 
room, saying that she would send Vic- 
torine; however, the servant to whom 
she gave the message forgot it, and 
Victorine never came. Paolo was read- 
ing aloud, when suddenly Finette' s little 
hand touched the book. 

"Will you stop now," she said, "I 
want to talk to you while we are alone. '* 
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The burning flush mounted to his 
brow, he longed for and he dreaded 
what she might be going to say. 

" There can be no harm in talking to 
you like this," she said, raising her 
blue eyes to his like a half-timid child. 
"If I had not had this fall, I 
should have been quite an old matron 
by this time ; I am so glad that it was 
not so, and that I have learnt to know 
you now. I was so afraid that you would 
be disappointed in me, you see I am 
so different from Agla^ ; she has always 
taken care of me, and been so much 
wiser and better than I am, and I used 
to think that when you found what a 
foolish little wife you had, you would 
be so sorry.'' 

" I was not afraid," said Paolo in a 
stifled voice. 

"Ah, but you see you did not know, 
and now you know me so well that you 
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will learn to love me, as the others do, 
not because I deserve it, but because — " 

She did not finish her words, for he 
had knelt down beside her and was 
covering her hand with passionate kisses. 

" Do not, do not," she said softly. 
And then he poured out to her all the 
tender passionate love of his heart; he 
could not keep back the words, and they 
came from him telling all, while she, 
half frightened, clung to him, and hid 
her face on his breast, that she might 
not see the story in his eyes of the 
love, and of the inexpressible agony 
written in them. 

Poor little Pinette I the pity that 
swelled Paolo's breast was perhaps more 
unbearable than all — his darling, his own 
little darling, and there was no hope for 
her. 

And now she whispered something so 
low that he had to stoop his head down 



FASCINATION. 13 



to hers, and to feel the soft hair waving 
on his cheek, and the words were 

" Now I know that you will love me 
and be kind to me, I shall not be afraid 
when our wedding-day comes." 

Who was to tell her ? each one of the 
little family shrank from the task, their 
courage failed them there, and they 
allowed the days to lengthen and 
lengthen, and the spring flowers to 
come out, and the hedgerows to grow 
green again, and still they did not dare 
to tell her ; and had to listen and bear 
as best they might all her little plans 
and the projects she was always forming 
for the time when she would be quite 
well again, and once more preparing for 
her wedding-day. 
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||HBN the spring days were warm 
and sunny, an intense longing 
took possession of Finette to be 
out-of-doors again. 

" Oh, Aglae,** she cried one day, " take 
me out, out into the open air. I shall 
never get well unless I am out of doors 
again." 

" I will try, my darling, but we must 
ask the doctors." 

" Ah I always the doctors," cried Finette 
a little impatiently. ""When shall I be 
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free again to do as I like without their 
leave." 

" But your cough, FinetteJ 

"It cannot matter, a little cough like 
that, oh, let me go out," she said plain- 
tively. " If you knew how I pine and 
long to see the blue sky and the trees 
against it, and to watch the waves once 
more rippling gently on the sands. Agla^, 
dear Agla^, let me go." 

"I really think that it would do you 
good," said Agla6, thoughtfully. "Shall 
I ask Don Paolo ?" 

" Do, dear Agla^, I know he will help 
me, I do so long to go." 

Agla^ went in search of Don Paolo and 
told him of Finette's wish. He immediately 
went into Aleth to obtain the consent of 
the doctor, and Agla^ returned to Finette 
with the good news that no time need be 
lost. 

She was restless and anxious till he came 
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back, quite unlike her usual calm self, 
she could not attend to the reading or fix 
her mind on anything that anyone said ; 
she panted for the air and sunshine as a 
caged bird flutters against the bars of its 
cage. 

When Paolo came back, it was to say that 
with the greatest care she might be carried 
out-of-doors for a little while, during the 
time that the day was warmest. 

A sofa was carried out and placed under 
the trees ; a wide screen all round it, to 
keep oflE too much air, white fur rugs ar- 
ranged upon it, and then Paolo took her 
in his strong arms, tenderly, gently as a 
mother carrying her child, and carried her 
downstairs. She was obliged to shut her 
eyes, it made her so faint to feel the 
descent. Paolo thought she had fainted 
quite away, and stopped at the bottom in 
great anxiety, but she looked up at him 
and smiled, and he went on, 
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Finette was now carried out every day, 
she panted for air, and was never so easy or 
so L from pain, » when she w« l^ 
among the trees. The air was full of sweet 
spring smells, beds of large violets, the 
green mossy grass under the trees covered 
with dusky polyanthus, the golden gorse 
in full bloom. 

One day Finette was lying as usual with 
Paolo and Aglae beside her, and she ex- 
claimed joyously. 

" The spring will soon be passing away 
and the summer will be here, and when 
the summer comes I shall be well again." 
They neither of them spoke, Finette's 
wistful eyes first rested on one and then on 
the other. " It is very strange," she said, 
and there was a high-pitched sound in her 
voice. ** But when I talk of getting well, 
you never answer me ; you never talk to 
me of the time when I shall be like other 
girls again," 

VOL. II. 
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Aglae could not bear it, she made a 
piteous little movement of entreaty to 
Paolo, and glided away among the trees. 
Finette's eyes followed her ; then she sud- 
denly caught hold of Paolo's hand with 
both her's and said very eagerly. 

" Tell me, tell me, Paolo, that I shall 
run and walk and be as others are, teU 
me this, dear Paolo ! Oh I tell me so even 
if it is not true, do not tell me that I shall 
never — never again be well. Oh, Paolorl 
have pity, Paolo I I am so young, and I 
have such a longing to be happy ! Oh, I 
was so happy, there was nothing in the 
whole world wanting to my happiness ; 
tell me it will all come back, won't 
you ?" 

Poor Paolo, he looked at her and she 
saw the wild pain in his eyes, and read 
her fate, there was the sound of one little 
sigh, 

" Ah,*' and she fainted away. 
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That night the wandering of mind came 
back. Agla6 sitting by Finette listened 
with a bursting heart to her rambling 
words ; but it was worst of all when she 
began to sing in her sweet thrilling voice 
the minor part of her silly little Breton 
song. 

'^ Maman, j'ai pear, pear de soaffiir, 
Tra la la, la la, lalie, 
Est-ce yrai qae Ton yit qae poar moarir. 
C'est vrai^ bien vrai^ ma mie." 

When Paolo next carried Finette out to 
the trees in the garden, it struck him 
painfully that her little form was lighter, 
more fragile than ever ; the hectic colour 
came and went more brilliantly in her 
cheek, but there was a light gone quite 
away from her eyes, hope was quenched 
and had disappeared, peace and resignation 
had taken its place* 
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E morning as Madame de La- 
rochegnyon was sitting eating 
her first breakfast in her bed- 
room, her maid came in with a face of 
much astonishment. 

" If Madame is at liberty," she said, 
^^ Madame de Lancefort will feel more 
obliged to you than I can say, if you will 
permit her to speak to you." 

"It is very strange, Marcelle,'* said 
Madame de Larocheguyon, " very strange 
indeed, what can she want?" 
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Who can tell ?'* said the lady's-maid, 
with a slight shrug of the shoulders. 
" There are such stories of the dis- 
union in their menage^ that Madame 
must see that nothing is surprising." 

" Well, bring another cup of chocolate 
and adjust the ribbons of my peignoir, 
and beg her to pass this way." 

In another moment Marthe was shown 
in. Madame de Larocheguyon glanced at 
her, and saw the excitement which be- 
trayed itself in her wide opened eyes and 
quivering lips, and she immediately incased 
herself in a mask of cold reserve. She was 
determined not to be drawn into a 
scandaU that had nothing to do with 
her own immediate family* 

" Will you sit down and take a little cup 
of chocolate, Madame ?'* in the most coldly 
courteous of voices. " There is nothing 
that so soothes the nerves when they are 
slightly disorganised, as chocolate." 
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" I could not drink it," said Marthe, 
" my throat is dried and parched, it would 
choke me." 

"You are nervous," said Madame de 
Larocheguyon composedly, "I also am 
subject to attacks of the nerves, and have 
a great dislike to unnecessary emotion." 

She hoped to gain time, and kept Mar- 
celle in the room, arranging chairs, re- 
moving her plate, &c., but at last there was 
no faintest excuse for her remaining. As 
the door closed behind the lady's-maid, 
Marthe rose, and kneeling down by 
Madame de Larocheguyon, she placed 
her clasped hands on the arm of her 
chair. 

" Madame !" she cried. " Oh, my dear 
Madame, I am come to you for help, for 
advice." 

"My dear Madame, you must forgive 
me if I observe that your mother — 
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" Ah, you do not know, I dare not go 
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to her, she is hard as iron to me, and I 
have concealed my misery from her; 
you only can help me, you have ex- 
perience." 

" I, experience I my dear Madame, 
allow me to say that you permit yourself 
to say things which are to say the least 
not '* 



"Ah, pardon, pardon, I only alluded 
to the fact that your son's young wife 
was miserable, driven to despair as I am." 

" And I must interrupt you to remark," 
said Madame de Larocheguyon with in- 
creased displeasure, " that the entire 
fault lay with my daughter-in-law; she 
took upon herself to deprecate the ar- 
rangements made by my son for the com- 
fort of the household, and was so self- 
willed and " 

" You may say what you like," cried 
Marthe recklessly, " a desperate woman 
is always to blame." 
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** Of course she is," said Madame de 
Larocheguyon rising in her indignation. 
" No woman of our class permits herself 
to be desperate." 

"But I am not of your class," cried 
Marthe rising and standing in front of 
her. " And it is this fatal love of the 
maudite noblesse that has been my ruin." 

" Ma foi ! Madame," cried Madame de 
Larocheguyon reseating herself, and 
sipping her chocolate again, "you use 
very strong terms, stronger than it is 
often one's privilege to hear, and after 
all our conversation is to small purpose. 
I have been acquainted with Monsieur de 
Lancefort for years in Paris ; he is quite 
one of our society, very comme il faut^ 
most popular, a thorough man of the 
world; his one very pardonable little 
mania being to enrich his impoverished 
house even by a roturier marriage." 

" I see, Madame," said poor Marthe 
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very bitterly, "that the truth is most 
unpalatable/* 

*^ Ma foil ouit Truth is often ugly, 
and—" 

" I will not detain you long, Madame ; 
but one question I must entreat of you 
to answer me, and to a few short words 
I must entreat of you to listen. Monsieur 
de Lancef ort, you ai*e aware, has made it 
part of his system to deny me every 
gratification on which he perceives I have 
set my heart, fortunately these are very 
few." 

Marthe was now speaking so calmly 
that Madame de Larocheguyon began to 
feel reassured, and leant back in her chair 
with one hand gently stirring the spoon 
in her cup — she bowed, Marthe went on. 

" On one subject only I was firm, he 
saw that my attachment to my old school- 
fellows Finette and Agla6 was such, that 
had I been indulged in their society I 
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might even have been partially happy, 
so I was forbidden to hold more than 
the most distant of intercourse with 
them." 

" Monsieur de Lanoefort had doubtless 
reasons," said Madame de Larocheguyon, 
she was deeply incensed with Marthe for 
the manner in which she had spoken of the 
nobleaae. " He is aware how necessary we 
have found it to be careful in our 
selection of the companions who were 
permitted to surround Mademoiselle de 
Beau vert." 

Marthe hardly understood the implied 
insult, she went on. "After throwing 
every obstacle in the way of my even 
hearing how Finette was, yesterday he 
told me — oh Heaven 1 how cruel men are I" 

" Be calm, Madame, I beg of you J' 

"I am quite calm, I thank you — ^he 
told me that Finette would never again 
be well, that it was thought that she 
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must die, and that I — I was — I was the 
cause of her death." 

Madame de Larocheguyon put her 
handkerchief to her eyes. Marthe gave 
a strange little hysterical laugh. 

'' It is such nonsense I so absurd !" she 
said. " And you can relieve me from my 
suspense, Madame, by a few reassuring 
words. Sometimes I think that Monsieur 
de Lancefort wishes to drive me mad, 
that he may disembarrass himself of me 
in a maison de sante. He said that it 
was not without reason that Prince 
del Monte delayed making the acquaint- 
ance of his fiance till they were married ; he 
said that had the wish been unreasonable 
Monsieur de Beauvert would never have 
consented to it, and he said that the 
reason was a most singular one." 

•*Well! and what was the reason?" 
asked Madame de Larocheguyon quickly, 
her curiosity was vividly excited. 
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" It seems that Monsieur de Lanoefort 
passed some winters in Eome some years 
ago, and there knew that this young man 
was shunned and feared by all, as being 
possessed of the Evil Eye. 

Madame de Larocheguyon laughed 
outright. " And you believe such folly !'* 
she cried. 

" Ah ! you also laugh at it ? you do 
not believe it?'* and in her anxiety 
Marthe caught hold of her hand. " He 
said such terrible things, he said 
that when I insisted on taking Finette 
to have one passing glimpse of her fiance 
that I took her to her doom, that his 
eye resting on her, brought on her all 
that — ah — " and she hid her face with 
her hands unable to bear the recollection 
of the horror of that moment. Madame 
de Larocheguyon paused a moment and 
then said very stiffly. 

" It is really strange that people should 
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assume on themselves the responsibiUties 
which can only rest on the heads of 
families. Be reassured, Madame, that 
drive was taken with the full approba- 
tion of myself and of Monsieur de 
Beauvert.'* 

•* Ah ! you relieve me inexpressibly, 
you do not believe ?'* 

" My dear Madame, there were 
family reasons for my grand-daughter's 
marriage in so unusual a fashion, which 
I am surely not called upon to enter into ; 
if this idea of which you speak to me is 
allowed to proceed further, it will cause 
very serious trouble and annoyance. 
Now, it is growing late and — " 

**! wiU go,'' said Marthe. "Thank 
you, Madame, I thank you." 

With a slight touch of curiosity Ma- 
dame de Larocheguyon then said, 

" So is this all of which you complain 
with regard to Monsieur your husband?" 
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She started when she said it, for a 
gleam shot into Marthe's blue eyes, and 
her small white teeth clicked together. 

" No,'* she said in a very low voice. 
^'No, that is not all, I am jealous, 
passionately jealous !'* 

" Ah r* said Madame de Larocheguyon. 
** That is a folly I would advise you to 
suppress. 

Marthe de Lancefort turned, actually 
turned her back upon her and left the room. 

*' Tiens r exclaimed Madame de La- 
rocheguyon, with a look of astonishment, 
then she took up her novel and touched 
the silver bell by her side. " It is easy 
to see," she muttered to herself, " that 
no good ever comes of these roturier 
marriages." 

Marthe, when she left, went to 
Finette's and Agla^'s room, believing that 
she should find the two girls there ; she 
was quite right, Finette's dressing had 
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just been completed, and she was waiting 
to be carried downstairs, while Agla^ was 
gathering together all the cushions and 
shawls that were to be taken with them. 

" Marthe," cried Agla^, " you here so 
early !" 

^* Monsieur de Lancefort sat up late 
last night and is indisposed Greorges 
says, so I took advantage of his indis- 
position and am come to see you. How 
are you Finette, ma cherie ?" and she knelt 
by the couch. 

" I am very well," answered Finette, as 
she always answered now. " How good 
of you to come and see me." 

Victorine came in with the sort of litter 
on which Finette was generally carried, 
and two of the servants took her down- 
stairs to the first salon; when she was 
settled on the sofa by the window, she 
made a little sign to Marthe to come and 
sit beside her and said brightly. 
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** I shall not be able to get out to-day, 
for there is no sun and the wind is in 
the east, so I hope to keep my visitor 
a long time/' 

" I hope he will let me stay," said 
Marthe. *^It is such happiness to be 
with you both again. Thank Heaven, he 
does not know it." 

^* Would he not let you 1 the abominable 
old ogre ?" said Finette childishly. 

** Do not let us think of him," said 
Marthe with a shiver. " Let us talk of 
anything rather than of him. Have you 
heard of what has happened to old 
Josais ?" 

"No, what? 

" He came home yesterday morning 
after having been out all night, with all 
his clothes torn, all bruised and bleeding, 
and he swears that he met the laveuses de 

** The laveuses de miit" exclaimed 
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" What are they ?" 

" Let lis call Victorine,'* said Finette. 

'* She lives in the next house to Josais 
and will tell us all about it/' 

"Yes, do call her," said Marthe. 
"You will find the story much more 
piquant if she tells it instead of me." 

Agla^ summoned Yictorine, she was 
engaged in polishing the parquet floors, 
and had two flat brushes fastened to the 
soles of her feet, upon which she con- 
tinued a sort of skating movement all 
over the room while she told Josais' 
adventure." 

"Can you not stop, Victorine?" said 
Finette smiling. "These floors were so 
well frotte yesterday. Could you not be 
idle a few minutes ?" 

^^ Ah dame J nonT answered she, skating 
away with her hands on her hips, and her 
handsome face turned over her shoulder. 

It does not do to be idle, Mademoiselle, 
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when the devil finds us with nothing to 
do, he puts some work of his own into 
our hands — that was the case with good 
for nothing Josais, or he never would 
have seen the laveuses de nuit r 
" What did he see, Victorine ?" 
" Well, Mademoiselle, instead of staying 
at home last night, what must Josais do 
but take his way up to the Caf^ Mouohoir 
Vert. Mademoiselle knows the place, at 
least Madame does," she said, turning 
to Marthe as Finette shook her head. 

" It is at the end of the Rue Mouchoir 
Vert, the long avenue where the bonnes 
take their walks on Sunday, on the right 
of the road stands a beautiful * Calvaire,' 
one of the finest in this neighbourhood. 
The great Crucifix stands twenty feet 
high on a rock, and beneath it stand the 
Holy Virgin and St. John, and all round 
the base are great vases and splendid 
porcelain jars full of flowers ; after our 
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marriage, we deposited a blue vase there, 
and while the flowers last, it shall always 
have its fresh ones on Sundays. Madame 
knows it well." 

Marthe nodded. 

" How is it vou did not ?" she asked the 
two girls. 

" We never walked towards the town of 
course,'* said Agla^. 

"But papa said when the summer 

came " Pinette stopped abruptly, the 

colour rose in her cheeks. "Continue, 
Victorine," she said hastily. 

" Well, ten paces beyond the Calvaire on 
the other side of the road stands the Gafe^ 
and Josais must needs go in and set to 
drinking with Pierre and Andr6, and 
several others ; first the cider, well and 
good, a man is none the worse for the 
good sour cider ; but then the absinthe, 
and then there is nothing more to be said, 
it is poison, rank poison, Mesdames, and 
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the man who takes to drinking it risks his 
body as well as his soul. Ah^ dame I owi t 
Josais drinks, they all drink, but Heaven 
be thanked the 80U8 begin to fail and 
they have to stop; they go out into 
the open, the moon is at the full, she is 
shining on the great Calvaire, and Josais, 
when he sees that, signs himself with the 
Cross — where would he be now if he had 
not done that 1 Well, he does not know 
which way his legs take him, and instead 
of turning back to the right he must needs 
turn to the left and go on, by-and-by he 
passes the Tower of La Balu, where a 
green light is always burning— the boats 
know it far, far out at sea, it is the highest 
point near Aleth ; well, here again he 
should have turned to the right, but no, 
the evil spirit seems to be in him and he 
goes on to the left, and by-and-by he gets 
into the lanes, and from one to another, 
and in and out, and he does not know 
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where lie is. The moon is very bright 
apd clear, and now he goes down a little 
Tane and there are many trees and a sound 
of running waters, and he listens and 
hears a sound as of the tap tap of the 
washerwomen beating their linen against 
the stones, then the lane turns a comer 
and he sees, ah^ dame t what a sight he 
sees I" 

"What I what?*' they cried breath- 
lessly. 

" He sees a stream running among the 
trees, and he sees linen lying on the grass, 
but what linen I and he sees the laveuses 
wringing it dry ! but what laveuses I the 
cold sweat breaks out all over him, for he 
knows that they are the laveuses de nuit-^ 
demons whose mission it is when the moon 
is full to wash and wring dry the shrouds 
of the dead ; and their faces, when they 
see him, are so horrible, all white and 
ghastly as the dead ; and with cold long 
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hands they seize him, they force him to 
come among them, they give him the 
horrible linen into his hands and they bid 
hira wring, and wring, and wring till it is 
dry; and so through the night, and he 
wrings, and he wrings, and he wrings, till 
the first dawn of day begins to break, and 
then they spring npon him and begin to 
beat him with the twisted linen, beat him 
so hard that he knows he must die ; for 
not one in a hundred years can survive the 
blows of the laveuses de n/uit, then sud- 
denly over his mind flashes the thought 
that he will make the sign of the Cross, 
and he does it, and in a moment all be- 
comes quite still, the horrible demons dis- 
appear, and in the morning the good 
people from a cottage close by help him 
to go home, and he has done nothing but 
tell the story since.'* 

"And was he much hurt?" asked 
Aglad. 
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" Black and blue, Mademoiselle ; his hat 
gone, and both his saboUy and but that 
it was not worth the taking, being his 
oldest one, my belief is that these wicked 
demons would have taken his blouse also. 
But see, Mesdemoiselles, I must go, or I 
shall never finish my work. There, this 
floor shines as a mirror,* '« and with an ad- 
miring look at her own handiwork, Vic* 
torine took her departure. 

"I wonder what the demons really 
were !'* cried Finette laughing. 

" Little boys from the cottage," sug- 
gested Marthe. 

Paolo del Monte came in carrying a large 
bouquet of violets, he bowed in his usual 
grave dignified way to Madame de Lance- 
fort, and going up to Finette he spread 
the sweet-smelling flowers into her lap^ 
and taking her, little hand gave it its 
morning kiss. Marthe saw how her blue 
eyes looked up at him so fondly, and the 
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tears rushed into her own ; impulsively she 
caught hold of Agla^'s arm, and drew 

her out of the room. 

I 

" Aglai,*' she said, " are you all blind, 
or are you thoughtless or cruel ? why do 
you let him stay here ?" 

Agla^ looked astonished. 

"My dear Marthe," she said, "what 
do you mean P he has a right to be here, 
the nearest right of all." 

" Then you are blind,** she cried. " Why, 
Agla^, you know she can never be his wife 
now I" 

" Oh, Marthe ! Marthe I** 

" You know it, and yet you are telling 
her to learn to love him, to love him ! do 
you hear ? but perhaps you do not know 
what that means," she said bitterly. " It 
means that when he is gone, as go he 
must, sooner or later, her whole life will 
be one longing, yearning pain, a restless 
agony, a sorrow rising and falling like the 
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never-ceasing tide of an undying sea, long- 
ing, beating down, straggling, suffering — 
oh, Heaven 1" 

" Marthe !" cried Agla^ in horror. 

" Yes," she went on desperately, " you 
in your lofty peace are above all these 
things, but I am not like you. I have 
known the fiery ordeal, I have passed 
through it, and I am not cured 1 no, not 
even yet," 

** Stop, Marthe," said Agla6 rather 
sternly. "You do not know what you 
are saying. You must not speak to your 
dearest friend on earth like that." 

Marthe gave a strange little laugh. 

" Do not be afraid," she said, " Antoine 
is gone, gone with his ship to the West 
Indies, perhaps he is dead by this time, 
who knows? it would make but little 
difference to me if it was so." 

" And did your mother know of this 
before she married you ?" asked Agla^. 
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" Mamma ? oh, yes ! she laughed at us, 
mocked at mon Capitainej as she used to 
call him and me, but chut I Agla^, enough 
of myself, Finette must not learn to love 
Don Paolo." 

" I cannot take from her the brightness 
and whole interest of her life." 

"You will repent it — this is but an 
episode in his life, in her's it will be- 
come the reminiscence of long weary 
years." 

"Do not be afraid," said Agla^, her 
voice choking. " The doctors say months, 
not years." 

Marthe covered her face with her 
hands. 

" Agla^ !" cried Finette's voice from 
within. 

"I must go," said Agla6 hurriedly, 
" but before I go, Marthe dearest, promise 
me this, yoti will never speak to anyone 
but me as you have done to-day !" 
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" Never," said Marthe recklessly. " For 
who knows? Georges might overhear 
what I said, and oh, the scandal with 
Monsieur my husband/' 

Aglae looked at her reproachfully, but 
at a second call from Finette she hurried 
away; Marthe lightly kissed the tips 
of her fingers to her and went her 
way. 

Agla^ was miserable about her and 
much puzzled, she was too simple and 
straightforward to understand thoroughly 
the way in which her troubles affected her 
character. In her old school days she had 
been so light-hearted, gay ; they called 
her giddy and frivolous, and laughed at 
her love of dress and chatter — now all 
seemed changed to a bitterness that 
seemed to have turned all her sweetness 
into gall. It was sad to see those trembling 
childish lips uttering such words, those 
large blue eyes distended and hardened 
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in their expressioQ. Agla^ looking at her 
two young fellow pensionnaires did not 
know for which her heart aohed the 
most. 



CHAPTER IV. 




ASTER fell very late that year, a 
circumstance which rejoiced the 
people of Aleth always, as it 
entailed a sunny Carnival. 

The morning of Shrove Tuesday was 
brilliant, the sky unbroken by a single 
cloud, neither Finette nor Agla^ had ever 
seen anything in the least resembling 
Carnival fun, and many schemes had been 
thought of to enable the former to be 
carried to some window in the town j but 
when the day came, it proved to be one 
of unusual suffering, and all hope of it had 
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been given up, so in spite of Finette's 
entreaties Agla^ would not consent to leave 
her. 

Madame de Larocheguyon however took 
a window in the Grande Rue for the after- 
noon, and anxious for a companion, 
invited Monsieur and Madame de Lance- 
fort to come and sit with her. Paolo 
went down for half an hour, but returned 
saying that it was not amusing, and 
entertained the two girls by his 
accounts of the famous Carnivals at 
Rome. 

In the window looking on the Grande 
Rue, Marthe and Madame de Larocheguyon 
established themselves. Monsieur de Lance- 
fort standing behind them. Marthe was 
flighty and excited, two bright pink spots 
on her cheeks, and her eyes glittering; 
she was beautifully dressed, while Madame 
de Larocheguyon was far too Parisienne 
to make a careful toilette en province, and 
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covered a gown of faded splendour with a 
large caohemire. 

" All the fun will be in the evening/' 
said Marthe. " Mamma took me one year 
before I went to the convent, and it was 
so gay 1 so gay ! everyone goes in the 
evening here, it is quite allowed." 

Monsieur de Lancefort sighed. 

"My dear Marthe,'* he said, "there 
is no everyone in a place like this." 

" All my friends went !" she said, 
her eyes flashing — her husband bowed, 

" That is quite possible," he said 
drily. 

" There is not a single good domino ; 
it is dull !" said Madame de Larocheguyon 
yawning. 

"Ah, Madame, the fun is always in 
the evening," said Marthe boldly, 

Madame de Larocheguyon elevated her 
eyebrows. 

" I fancied I heard Monsieur de Lance- 
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fort saying that no one went in the even- 
ing," she said languidly. Marthe bit her 
lip and said no more. 

A sudden wild idea struck her, a long- 
ing to taste forbidden fruit, a great wish 
to hide under the guise of a domino and 
give vent in a wild gaiety to all the pent- 
up youth and rebellion and bitterness 
within her breast. She then assumed an 
air of languid indifference, yawned and 
made light of the fun going on in the 
streets, thinking in her heart, perhaps, 
her husband would think her indifferent 
to it all — a belief that would favour the 
scheme which she had formed in her own 
mind. She apparently succeeded, for 
when they returned home he told her he 
was glad to see that such vulgar mummery 
was as distasteful to her as to himself, and 
he was not even rendered suspicious by 
the extreme sweetness of her acquiescence. 

Just as Agla^ was dressing for dinner 
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that night, a little note was brought to 
her by Victorine. Finette, wearied by 
suffering, had gone to bed, and Agla^ was 
alone when she read it. 

" My dear Agla6, 

" Though yoa were always the model 
demoiselle of the school, you used to be 
very good to us naughty ones ; you helped 
us out of many scrapes. Come to my 
aid now. A little demon prompts me to 
go to the Grande Rue to-night. Monsieur 
de Lancefort always go to the * Cercle' at 
eight o'clock, at which hour, overpowered 
by sleep, I shall be lying on the sofa of 
my room; at half -past I shall be under 
the second lamp-post in the Grande Rue 
in a black domino I be there, I entreat of 
you, there is no fear of discovery. I 
assure you on my faith the rules are 
well-maintained, the amusement well 
watched by the gendarmes. Come, Agla^, 
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who knows what wild wicked follies I 
might commit without our model de- 
moiselle. After all, we are both so 
young, let us enjoy ourselves for once; 
only for once, cherie. 

"Thine ever, 
" Maethe." 

Aglae stood for a moment petrified with 
horror, to a French girl brought up as she 
had been under the closest supervision, 
this proposition of poor Mar the' s seemed 
little short of madness. What should she 
do ? For one moment she thought she 
would consult Finette, and she went up 
to her bed to speak, but stopped just in 
time perceiving that she was asleep. The 
little face even in sleep showed suffering; 
alas, it was so white and tiny now, the 
delicate eyelids so transparent. As she 
looked, Finette moved restlessly, and a 
little moan escaped her lips. Agla^ turned 
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away with a deep sigh, she finished her 
dressing and went hastily downstairs with 
the idea in her mind that she would con- 
sult Don Paolo. She was fortunate, he 
was there and alone, and she confided to 
him her difficulty. He saw it at once 
and said decidedly. " You cannot think 
of going. Mademoiselle, it was most 
imprudent of Madame de Lancefort to 
propose such a thing." 

"But," said Aglae timidly. "She is 
so unhappy, so reckless, I fear some 
unusually wild folly." 

" Still," he said severely, " Madame de 
Lancefort is a married woman, she should 
not seek to involve you. Mademoiselle, in 
her escapades." 

" I thought you would have helped me," 
she said sorrowfully. 

" So I will to the utmost of my power," 
he said with great goodness. " I propose 
that I should go myself. I will watch 
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that your friend be not quite carried away 
by excitement. I will act the solemn 
adviser, masked of course/' 

" Ah, thank you 1 how good you are, 
and," she said wistfully, " you will not 
be too hard on poor Marthe, she and 
Finette were such friends, and so often 
naughty together— after all, she is very 
little more than a child." 

"I will not be hard on her, I will do 
what I can for her, I promise. •Finette 
was very tired to-night," he said moum- 

fuUy. 

" Yes," answered Aglae, " we must 
not let her stay out so long to-morrow. 

" Ah, perhaps that was the reason," he 
began, but had not time to finish his 
sentence before Madame de Larocheguyon 
came in. 

When dinner was over, Don Paolo told 
Monsieur de Beauvert that he should like 
to go down to the town for an hour, and 
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Monsieur de Beauvert courteously en- 
treated him to do so, not without wonder- 
ing at so peculiar a taste. 

It was a dark night, the moon being 
quite in its infancy; as Paolo walked 
along he removed his hat, and let the 
sweet fresh air play on his brow and 
endeavour with its soft touches to smooth 
away the lines of care, that trouble and 
anxiety were beginning to trace there. He 
felt his burden very heavy to bear that 
night, there came upon him besides the 
usual aching of his sorrow, a crushing 
sense of failure and disappointment ; his 
castle in the air had crumbled at his 
touch, his hopes vanished at the very 
moment of their fulfilment; poor Paolo, 
it was hard to bear, and he loved her, 
this dying child, loved her now with the 
one all absorbing love which comes only 
once in a life-time ; and every day was 
loosening her hold on life, every day 
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drawing her away from him even as he 
clung more passionately to what yet 
remained. Soon the quiet of the country 
began to cease, and a sound of laughing 
and singing and shouting became more 
distinct. Paolo passed under a little sbrine, 
a small lamp burned before it illuminating 
the white plaster figure of the Virgin it 
contained, by the feeble light he was 
just able to see his watch, it was already 
half-past eight, and he hurried quickly 
on. 

As he approached the town the noise 
got louder and louder, peals of laughter, 
shrieks, shrill noise of trumpets rent the 
air. Paolo hurried into the Grande Eue 
adjusting a black domino as he did so, 
that Aglad had been able to secure 
in the Chateau de Beauvert; he paused 
under the second lamp-post as Marthe 
had directed, and looked for her in 
her black domino, feeling sure that he 
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should recognize her tall slender figure 
and supple movements ; but no one was 
there, the masks whirled past him on 
their giddy way. He leant against the 
lamp-post looking on and feeling for one 
moment as if it was all a dream, and that 
he was back in his own home ; then a 
hand touched his shoulder, and with a 
wild whoop close to his ear, a figure dressed 
in yellow from head to foot with a ghastly 
white mask flitted past him; Paolo 
laughed, and his eye followed the queer 
figure as it wound its way in and out of 
the crowd, passing into the blaze of each 
brilliant shop-window, and then on again 
into the light. 

Presently the crowd separated, and up 
the streets, hailed with shouts and cries, 
came a tall car covered with masks 
dressed as devils in black and scarlet, with 
long switching tails ; another car, then 
another followed, wild beasts with human 
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voices, red Indians with spears and beads, 
a creature with a bu£Ealo's head pushed 
against Paolo, and with a prolonged roar 
gallopped clumsily ofiE. Suddenly back 
scudded the yellow mask, and this time 
he was not alone. He had a companion 
on his arm, a woman dressed entirely 
in black with a black domino, the yellow 
mask was speaking in the high Carnival 
squeak, and to Paolo's astonishment he 
suddenly led his companion up to the 
second lamp-post saying, 

" Not yet I not yet 1" 

" I think she cannot be coming now," 
said the black domino in a very low 
natural voice. 

" I never thought she would,'* said the 
yellow mask. ** Young ladies cannot 
permit themselves such follies." 

Suddenly he lowered his voice, and said 
very softly. ** Madame will not forget 
that if she were to wander on the Quay 
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to-night, she would receive a shell from 
the West Indies." 

" Jules I Jules 1" said the voice fe- 
verishly from behind its black domino. 
"Do not deceive me, is Antoine in 
Aleth ?'' 

A shrill whoop from the yellow mask 
and he darted away. Marthe leant against 
the lamp-post, Paolo could hear her breath 
coming in deep loud pants, he advanced 
till he stood beside her and said with his 
voice slightly disguised. 

" Madame has a rendezvous ?" 

She mustered up all her courage and 
laughed as she answered shrilly. 

•* No, no I all passes to night 1 a word, 
a breath, a whoop, and we glide on I" 

And she darted away, and was lost in 
the crowd. Very anxious and doubtful 
as to what was best for him to do, Paolo 
left the trysting place and mingled among 
the masks ; two very tall white figures 
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passed him arm in arm, swaying back- 
wards and forwards in a sort of 
measured dance, one threw a bouquet at 
him ; as he passed suddenly his attention 
was caught by the sight of the yellow 
domino, waving a child's rattle in the 
air. He pressed up against one of the 
white masks, and cried in a loud shrill 
whisper, " Solidor ! my friend, Solidor ! 
ah !'* and was gone. 

Paolo knew that Solidor was the name 
of one of the gates which led down to the 
harbour of Aleth, and a painful suspicion 
came into his mind. He glided behind the 
white mask, and stooping low whispered 
at hazard. 

" Antoine 1" 

The man started violently, Paolo went 
on still lower. " By the gate Solidor one 
goes out to hell I" 

Then he also sped away and mingled in 
the crowd, he saw the white domino 
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detach himself from his companion and 
suddenly disappear into a shop. Paolo 
waited and hung about, but he never came 
out again, and fearful lest he should have 
lost the scent, he set himself to look out for 
Marthe, but nowhere in all the gay crowd 
could he discern her black disguise. He 
grew very uneasy, afraid to move, yet 
afraid to stay. 

The great clock of the Hotel de Ville now 
clanged out ten o'clock, then he suddenly 
made up his mind, and he threaded his way 
through the crowd, every moment becom- 
ing more gay and plunged into the little 
old dark streets of the Git6 on the way to 
the gate Solidor. 

It was very dark, and he was not sure 
of the way — presently he came upon a 
cafe full of masks, and one of them put 
him on the right track ; then he emerged 
out of the narrow streets in front of the 
great Paroisse, an ugly building by day, 
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by night its size and the great stone steps 
which led up to the West door had a cer- 
tain grandeur of their own. The door 
was open, and within two peasant women 
were kneeling, he could just see their 
bowed figures by the dim lights over a 
side altar — he went on down another 
narrow steep street which ended at the 
gate Solidor. 

Don Paolo had been there once before, 
but he was unprepared for the view which 
awaited him ; as he passed through the 
gate he emerged on the quay of the inner 
harbour, the pale crescent moon was sail- 
ing softly through the sky, throwing a 
quivering light on the sea, the sky was 
thickly studded with stars, a multitude 
of boats lay on the sands, the tide was 
out, and there were glimmering pools and 
streaks of water in the wet shingle, and 
large sails hung out to dry, and further 
off larger boats and vessels and delicate 
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net work of cordage. As he was looking, 
a little fishing-boat with a white sail 
passed into the white reflection of the 
young moon, passed silently and disap- 
peared into the shadow, even to-night 
when all the world was making holiday 
there were some who could not afford to 
lose those few short hours of toil. 

Paolo now began anxiously to look for 
those whom he sought, but all was clear 
open space — there was no sign of human 
being, so he drew back into the shadow 
of the stone gateway and waited; time 
seemed to pass very slowly, but presently 
he heard a sound of hurried footsteps, 
and running quickly past him through the 
gate, he saw the black domino whom he 
could not doubt to be Marthe ; she began 
to walk up and down the quay looking 
rapidly to right and left like a hunted 
creature. 

Paolo came up to her with a grave, slow 
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step, she started and shrank from him, 
and would have fled, but he began at 
once. 

" I will not detain you, Madame, for one 
moment, for without doubt you are most 
anxious to return home, it is late, and 
I perceive that you are without a pro- 
tector." 

" T await one here," faltered Marthe, 
Paolo could see that she YjreiS trembling 
violently. He went on. 

"I come from Agla^," he said. '*If 
she were here, she would entreat you to 
come home at once, it is very dark and 
very late." 

" I cannot," she answered, " if he sees 
me he will kill me!" 

"There is no time to lose," he said, 
drawing her arm through his. " Madame 
de Lancefort I know you." 

** Who are you who speak to me like 
this ?" she said haughtily. 
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" I will not tell you ; if you guess, it 
shall still remain a secret between us, 
it is not yet eleven o'clock. Come at 
once." 

" And Antoine ?" the words burst from 
her lips with a cry of anguish that went 
to Paolo's heart. 

"You must hasten," he said sternly, 
this was no time for mercy. And he 
hurried her through the streets as fast as 
he could go ; as they passed on, a domino 
in white from head to foot passed close to 
them, he seemed to hesitate for one 
moment, then went straight on towards 
Solidor. Marthe clung convulsively to 
her companion. 

" Let me go I only one word ! only to 
explain." 

" No, no !" said Paolo hastily. ** Agla6 
is praying for you now, let her prayers 
be fulfilled." 

On they went, now a sudden terror 
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seemed to seize upon Marthe. " Faster ! 
faster !" she cried. " If he finds me out, 
he will beat me ! he will kill me ! I shall 
be lost 1" 

And she pressed on, though at last he 
was obliged almost to carry her. They 
were in the country now, then at the gate 
of the Maison G^rie where they lived. 
Then Marthe gave a wild sigh of re- 
Uef. 

" There is no light in his room," she 
said. " He has not come home." 

She fitted in her latch-key, and then 
turning on the doorstep she said very 
low. 

" Thank you, oh thank you. Prince, tell 
Agla6 her prayers have been heard — she 
has saved me 1" and she disappeared into 
the house. 

Don Paolo walked slowly homewards, 
lighting a cigar as he did so, he had to pass 
through the town on his way, and he met 
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Monsieur de Lancefort lightly swinging 
his little cane as he walked. 

" A fine evening, Prince," he said gaily. 
Don Paolo only bowed ceremoniously and 
did not respond to his would-be friendli- 
ness. 
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CHAPTER V. 




N the following morDing Agla6 
came down in eager anxiety to 
hear from Paolo what had passed, 
he had, however, far too much discretion 
to tell a young lady all he had seen and 
heard ; but he did tell her this much, that 
Marthe had found herself in a position of 
much diflBculty and embarrassment, and 
that he had been able to be of great 
service to her. Agla6 thus thought that 
the girlish nonsense had really been of 
small consequence. 
After breakfast, contrary to his usual 
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habit, Don Paolo went out early and 
took his way to the gay new house of 
Monsieur Mayen. The good Emile saw 
him coming, and was quite in a flutter of 
pleasure. 

" Jules ! Jules !" he cried, " Approach, 
my child, it is the Prince who comes to 
see us thus early, and without ceremony, 
truly this is at once an honour and a 
gratification." 

Don Paolo rang the bell and desired 
Jeannette to beg Monsieur Jules to give 
him five minutes private conversation. 

" Monsieur Jules ! are you certain ?" 
demanded M. Mayen when Jeannette de- 
livered her message. " Without doubt," 
she persisted. " I am not so young as I 
was, but Monsieur knows that I still 
have my ears." 

" True, true, my little Jeannette ! I 
was only astonished — vaT 

Monsieur Jules' cheeks turned first yel- 

F 2 
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low and then crimson, a yague idea of 
coming discomfiture creeping over him. 
He brushed his thick hair more up on 
end, took down his new hat with the curly 
brim (he had now discarded the College 
and its uniform), and setting it on his 
head ready to be removed with an admir- 
able flourish, he descended into the 
garden. Don Paolo put his arm into 
that of the astonished youth, and con- 
ducted him some steps away out of sight 
of the windows of the house, then releas- 
ing him, he said severely : " You are very 
young, Monsieur Jules.'* 

** Not at all — not at all," stammered 
he. 

" Did I not consider you very young, 
I should speak to you in a different 
fashion, and call you by a different name 
than a little i/mbedle*^ 

" Monsieur !" 

*^ Chut I no nonsense if you please, my 
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friend. You took upon yourself last 
night, under the guise of a yellow domino, 
to endeavour to promote an intrigue 
between a highly honourable and much 
respected lady and a presumptuous indi- 
vidual. I will say no more, I see that 
you are ashamed of yourself, my boy/* 

** I, Monsieur " 

" Do not defend yourself, but listen. 
If I hear one word more of this, one 
syllable breathed in the town, I will tell 
every word to your father, and there are 
other measures." 

" Antoine made me," half sobbed le 
pHit Jules f and Don Paolo had mercy, 
and said no more. 

" What did he want, my friend ?" 
asked Monsieur Mayen, eagerly as his 
crest-fallen son re-entered the house. 

" He wanted to know whether I would 
sell MacMahon," answered Jules without 
hesitation. " And I told him not for his 
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weight in gold. To me lie represents 
the Republic, the greatness of our na- 
tion." 

Monsieur Mayen scratched his head. 
" As you will, my friend/' he said ; " but 
it is a poodle of price after all.*' 

Paolo was disappointed when he re- 
turned home not to find Finette down- 
stairs, he sat down and waited for fully 
an hour before Aglae came hurriedly 
in. 

" Finette will not be able to come down- 
stairs to-day," she said. 

"Ah! is she worse?" and he grew very 
pale. 

" Not really worse, I hope," answered 
Agla6. " But she suffers very much, she 
cannot bear to be moved to-day." 

Paolo walked to the window, and Agla^ 
unable to spare the time to speak more 
comfort to him returned upstairs. 

By-and-by Monsieur de Beauvert came 
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in; he came up to l^^aolo and put his 
hand affectionately on his shoulder. 

" My friend/' he said, in a voice out of 
which all the old peevishness had long 
vanished, " how long is this to go on ?" 

Paolo started and turned round. " Mon- 
sieur de Beauvert," he said, " what do 
you mean ?'* 

The old man sat down slowly, and leant 
his elbow on the table. 

" I mean, my young friend, that it 
would be better for you to leave us. No ! 
no I listen to me. I only speak for your 
good. To me you have become as a very 
dear son. It will grieve me beyond mea- 
sure to lose you; but there can be no 
doubt that it would be best for you to 
go.- 



" If it is only for my sake," began 
Paolo, but Monsieur de Beauvert inter- 
rupted him.. 

" Hear me to the end, mon cher^^* he 
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said. *' This accident of Finette's has, of 
course, dissolved your betrothal. If she 

were to recover, then indeed But as 

that is only a remote possibility,'' and he 
waved his hand, *' I am anxious to im- 
press upon you, that for the sake of your 
peace of mind you should begin to forget 
her and me, and this melancholy episode 
in your life." 

** Never — never," murmured Paolo. 

** You are very young, Prince ; you do 
not know how such wounds heal. This is 
a mwiwais qiiart-cPheure in your life, and 
as such will vanish into the past. Believe 
me, I know the human heart." 

" You have not understood the sincerity 
of my feeling for your daughter," said 
Paolo, chilled by the old man's words. 

** Pardon me, I understand it. At pre- 
sent your love is for a dream, for a pic- 
ture, for a child; therefore, I say go, 
go at once, and look to the future to 
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grant you the real happiness of your 
life." 

" It is too late," said Paolo mournfully, 
" All the happiness of my life is here/* 

" Is it so, indeed, my young friend ?" 
and Monsieur de Beauvert looked at him 
earnestly. 

" And the worst to bear, the most 
terrible agony is that it is my doing. 
Mine ! mine I" cried Paolo. " My fatal 
love ! the awful curse that follows my 
footsteps, that brings ruin on all I touch 
or look upon. Oh, Heaven, have mercy ! 
it is hard to bear." 

" Paolo ! you do not know what you 
are saying." 

" Not know 1 ah 1 I know but too 
well." 

"This is only your own imagination, 
nothing on earth could have averted it. 
It is the hand of Q-od." 

" Why did you let her go ?" cried Paolo 
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in the extremity of his misery. "Why 
did you not adhere to my wishes, you^ 
you knew the reason, what right had 
Madame de Lancefort to rebel against 
the arrangements made ? why was I not 
obeyed ?" 

Monsieur de Beauvert sat with his 
head sunk on his breast, he made no 
answer — poor Paolo went on. 

" I had done all, all that lay in my 
power to avert the evil, she should not 
have suffered from it, my idol ! my little 
wife ! my love should have made up to her 
for everything; she was ready to trust me. 
and all, all frustrated by the silly fancies 
of an idle woman." 

** Paolo," cried Monsieur de Beauvert, 
with sudden resolution, " I will tell you 
why I did not oppose their childish plan, 
it was because I did not believe this thing 
of you ; and by Heaven I swear I do not 
believe it now." 
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" Yet you have had bitter proof," said 
Paolo. 

"None whatever, you assume yourself 
a power which is not of earth, which 
belongs alone to Heaven." 

"You do not believe it," cried Paolo 
suddenly. " Here look on this hand of 
mine !" and he held it out, the fingers 
quivering with the excitement with which 
he spoke. " Look, as surely as this hand 
of mine clasps another hand in loving 
friendship and our eyes meet, so surely the 
curse passes between us, one is taken and 
the other is left. I bear a charmed life, viaT* 

Monsieur de Beauvert shivered. " I do 
not believe it," he faltered. 

" Then," cried Paolo, " prove it to me ; 
lay your hand in mine, brave the danger. 
Come, give me the best proof in your power 
that you neither fear me nor my curse." 

Slowly the old man put out his hand 
and raised his eyes, he felt the warm 
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clasp close round his fingers, he saw 
looking down on him, with a strange 
magnetic power which sent a cold chill 
down his spine, those large eyes with the 
dark double iris, they seemed to be read- 
ing his very thoughts. 

" Ah I you are afraid," said Paolo's voice. 

" I do not believe in it/' Monsieur de 
Beauvert's voice sounded far off to him- 
self, so strange was the feeling creeping 
over him, the cold perspiration that rose 
on his brow, the sinking at his heart. 
He shook himself and rose upon his feet, 
Paolo had let go his hands and had covered 
his face. Monsieur de Beauvert furtively 
made the sign of the cross. "I am 
nervous,'' he said to himself, "strangely 
nervous ; I will take my soothing mix- 
ture." 

** Well, Prince," he said, forcing a smile 
on his pale drawn face. " What is your 
decision ?" 
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** To stay here if you will have me, if 
you do not utterly cast off the slayer of 
your child." 

" Pshaw ! nonsense I have I not proved 
to you how little I believe in it ? Then 
you will stay." 

"To the end," answered Paolo, and 
Monsieur de Beauvert with a somewhat 
feeble step left the room. 

Just before dinner that evening a 
message came from Finette, saying that 
she wished to speak to her father. The 
fact that Victorine brought the message, 
not Agla^, alarmed Monsieur de Beauvert, 
and he hurried upstairs at once. Finette 
lay in her bed, her breath panting, and 
her large eyes full of pain. 

"My Finette are you worse?" said 
her father, shocked by her looks. She 
smiled a faint shadowy smile. 

"Yes, papa," she said. "I am worse 
to-night." 
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Agla^ came forward from the foot of 
the bed, and put a glass of wine down on 
the table. 

" Finette wishes to talk to you alone, 
Monsieur," she said. " If you think her 
faint, will you give her this ? I will come 
back soon," she added, bending down 
and kissing Finette before leaving the 
room. 

When she was gone, Finette put out 
her little hand and placed it in her 
father's. 

" Papa," she said, " it is over now." 

" What is over, my child?" 

"My life, it has not been very long, 
but it has been very happy, very gay, all 
full of sunshine and flowers, and yet 
I am not afraid to die because of this 
pain." 

" Oh, Finette ! my child I" 

" The pain is a very good thing, papa," 
she said with the same little wan smile. 
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" Because as I was to die so very soon, 

it takes away my wish to live, so it is all 

very merciful." Monsieur de Beauvert 

could not speak, Finette went on. ** But 

what I want so much to say to you, papa, 

is this— when I am dead, Agla^ wiU have 

no home, she will be all alone in the wide 

world, and she will miss me so ; will you 

promise me to take care of her, to be her 

protector, her best friend.'* 

"Yes, yes," 

** She will want money," went on 
Finette thoughtfully. " You will give 
her money, you will see that she has a 
happy home, she has been more than a 
sister to me. Do not say anything to 
Paolo about the jewels, papa, but let them 
all be sent back ; it would make him so 
unhappy to think about them. And 
Aglae, papa, you promise?" 

" Aglae shall be like a daughter to me." 
" Ah, thank you — thank you, papa." 
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No one went to bed that night, such a 
sudden change had come over Finette, 
and the Doctor, hastily summoned, thought 
that a few short hours alone were left. 
But the young life still battled for 
existence, and when the morning sun, 
warm and bright and radiant, began to 
flood into the rooms, Finette was still 
living, was at last free from pain. 

Monsieur de Beauyert and Madame de 
Larocheguyon went to lie down, the 
former utterly worn out — only Paolo and 
Agla^ remained watching. 

Finette was quite silent for awhile 
and seemed to sleep, then she opened 
her eyes and they rested on Paolo's 
face. 

"Paolo," she said softly, "you too 
will take care of Agla^." 

" She shall be my sister," he said. 

Then Finette put out her arms to him. 

" Take me in your arms so," she said. 
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and she laid her head on his breast as he 
held her tenderly. Agla^ turned away, 
she knew Finette was going to bid him 
good-bye, and she went softly to the 
window. 

" Paolo," said Finette, looking into his 
eyes and reading all the agony written 
there. " I am so sorry, I wish you had 
never come !" 

" My darling I would you wish me not 
to have had the only happiness of all my 
life.'* 

" No, only that you might have been 
spared the sorrow, and I — oh I I did 
not know that it would be so hard." 

" Finette, my own !" 

"I do not want to die, oh, keep me, 
Paolo — my own ! oh let me be with you 
still," and she began to cry weakly ; he 
felt her little chnging hands, he bent 
down and convulsive sobs shook him from 
head to foot ; oh, it was hard, it was hard. 

VOL. II. G 
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Then Finette said in a hushed changed 
voice. "Now do you hear the music? 
hark 1" 

There was no sound— Agla^ came 
hastily forward and rang the bell, Vic- 
torine was waiting, and below the 
priests were waiting also. The time was 
coming. 

Paolo still supported her, when he 
would have moved she clung to him, then 
in they came, her father and her grand- 
mother, Victorine, and the little solemn 
procession bearing the Viaticum. Some- 
one threw open the window and let in all 
the sweet fresh air as they gathered round 
the dying girl. 

Then it was over, the solemn awful 
service, and the priests went their way, 
in the silence round the deathbed they 
could hear the fitful rise and fall of the 
little bell as the procession wound its way 
back again. 
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Finette's soul was in Heaven now — 
once only she spoke again, one little 
whispered word " Good-bye," and that 
was the last. 

Aglae touched Paolo's shoulder. 

"Come," she said. Slowly, solemnly 
he laid her down, his own, his beloved 
one, out of his arms for ever, and he went 
away blindly, and shut himself in his 
own room. It was all over ! all over ! 
nothing more to hope, nothing more to 
pray. 
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CHAPTER VI. 




INBTTB was dead ! how strange 
to grow used to the life without 
her, the sunshine of the house, 
the one principal thought and object of 
everyone of them. 

They were a small group, with pale faces 
and haggard eyes, who gathered round 
the dinner-table that night. Paolo had 
been wandering all day down on the sands 
when the tide was out, along the cliffs 
when the sea was rolling up to their 
base, something seemed to be pushing 
him on, on, never letting him rest, as 
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if one moment of quiet would kill him 
with its pain. It was different with 
Aglad ; she was still, quite still all day, 
she had been kneeling in that silent room, 
or softly moving to and fro arranging aU 
the pure white flowers round the sleeping 
form. The sun was quite shut out, and 
the room lighted by tall waxen tapers, a 
great Crucifix stood at her head; they 
had folded her hands in the attitude of 
prayer. 

Agla6 kneeling there in that deep calm 
felt a Heavenly peace stealing over her, 
she had no tears to shed, she could even 
smile, she could not realize that Finette 
was gone, and over her rested a faint 
shadow of the glory she had at- 
tained- 

Monsieur de Beauvert, after one glance 
into that room, went away shivering and 
trembling, and did not leave his room 
till evening ; he was constantly drinking 
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little doses of brandy and sal-Tolatfle, 
but be conld not sbake off tbe trem- 
bling. 

They did not eat, bnt looked at their 
plates, and eacb one strove to say some- 
thing. Agla^, with that far away angelic 
look, seemed to understand and arrange 
everything for all ; wben it was over, Paolo 
escaped again down to the shore, and 
Agla^ wondered whether she also might 
go — back to the room which seemed to 
her all full of angels, the very gate of 
Heaven; but a glance at the two other 
mourners showed her that she must 
not now think of her own happiness. 

Monsieur de Beauvert had a curious 
grey look over his face, and his eyes were 
fixed — he looked very old. Madame de 
Larocheguyon had hardly reached the 
drawing-room before she began to sob 
and cry, and seemed as if she were going 
to throw herself on the unhappy father. 
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But he crept away, and Agla^ to protect 
him stayed and bore with the hysterical 
cries and tears. 

Late in the evening came the De Lance- 
forts. Monsieur de Lancefort would not 
have allowed Marthe to come, but she 
showed herself so determined, that he 
gave way, only taking away the comfort 
by accompanying her. Agla€ was able to 
leave him with Madame de Larocheguyon, 
who was glad to have some one to talk to, 
and she and Marthe holding each other's 
hands went upstairs. 

The shrinking of Marthe as they ap- 
proached the room seemed so strange to 
Aglae, and to Marthe the strange expres- 
sion on her face, almost a smile, as she 
looked on Finette, seemed incomprehen- 
sible. To her it was not Finette — 
something infinitely solemn, terribly beau- 
tiful ; but oh ! not Finette, she could not 
look, she knelt on the ground, and her 
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whole frame shook with an agony of 
tears. Then Agla^ drew her away into 
another room, and sat with her arms 
round her. 

" How can you bear it ?" sobbed poor 
Marthe. Then Agla^'s heart seemed also 
suddenly to die within her, a quick vision 
rose before her of the old days, of the 
race they had run so short a time ago, 
of Finette's figure as she stood triumphant 
on the rock, with the fresh wind blowing 
back her gown and all the tangled curls 
of golden hair tossing above her blue 
dancing eyes. 

She gave one quick gasp, and then the 
two girls clung together and cried and 
sobbed, and strove in vain to comfort 
each other. 

On the following morning there was a 
strange stir and movement in the house 
when Agla^ came down, worn out by a 
night of watching and tears, she was 
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frightened by the hurrying to and fro 
of scared servants. She instinctively 
turned her steps towards Monsieur de 
!6eauvert's room, a sudden terrified recol- 
lection of his looks last night striking 
her ; but before she reached the door she 
was met by Victorine, who put out her 
hand to stop her. 

" Do not go in, Mademoiselle," she said, 
" Why not, Victorine ? what is it ?" 
" The hand of death is heavy on this 
house. Mademoiselle," she said solemnly. 
" Monsieur de Beauvert is dead." 

Agla^ almost fell back against the wall 
in her horror. 
" Victorine ! oh, my God ! have pity on 



us." 



Victorine put her arm round her and 
led her into the salon. 

" How did it happen ? what was it ?" 
she gasped, as soon as she could speak, 
and Victorine told her. 



90 FASCINATION. 



The valet going to call his master in the 
morning had been surprised by receiving 
no answer to his salutation ; he made an 
excuse to ask some question, and again 
getting no response he drew the curtains 
of the bed, and found that Monsieur de 
Beauvert had ceased to breathe. They 
sent for the doctor, who tried all the 
usual remedies which were quite in- 
effectual, life having been for some time 
extinct; the doctor spoke of heart 
complaint, but that was mere con- 
jecture. 

Agla^ went upstairs to break the terrible 
tidings to Madame de Larocheguyon ; but 
a loud hysterical scream, which rang 
through the house, told her that she was 
too late. She was occupied during the 
whole morning in endeavouring to calm 
her wild transports of grief. 

In the evening she found time to go 
downstairs to find Paolo, he was not in 
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the house, and she wandered out in search 
of him. 

The sky was crimson with one of the 
gorgeous sunsets of Brittany, huge black 
clouds, their edges glowing with golden 
light, hung over the sinking sun, and threw 
mighty lights and shadows over the quiver- 
ing sea. 

Agla^ stood on the edge of the cKff 
with her hands clasped lightly before her, 
and her sweet face raised, drinking in 
the beauty of the scene, and once more 
came stealing over her the sense of the 
nearness of her beloved Finette and all 
Heavenly things. 

Suddenly, a dark shadow crossed her 
path and Paolo stood beside her. 

" I came to look for you," she said 
gently, looking up in his face, she was 
shocked at its haggard wildness. 

"You are exhausted," she said, laying her 
hand softly on his arm. " Come with me." 



92 FASCINATION. 

She led him along the path to a stone 
seat somewhat sheltered by the rock, and 
they sat down. 

" What have you been doing all this 
long, long day ?" she said. 

" Doing ? wandering on the face of the 
earth as those wander who are branded 
with the mark of Cain." 

*' You look so worn and ill^" she went 
on unheeding his words. 

" Do you know what it is that is crush- 
ing me ?" he said. " It is the kpowledge 
that I — I alone am the cause of all." 

" You do not know what you say," said 
Agla^ quickly. 

Then in a few passionate words he told 
her the short deep tragedy of his life, 
the curse that had pursued his family and 
that seemed to rest with such double 
power on his own head. 

Agla^ was very pale and trembling 
while he spoke, when he had finished she 
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took his hand between both her own and 
looking at him she said . 

" I am glad you have told me this, for 
now I know all that you must be suffering, 
my poor friend." 

" And you do not shrink from me I you 
do not cast me off ?" 

She smiled. 

" Shrink from you, why ? on the con- 
trary, my heart is full of aching pity for 
you; this misfortune must double every 
sorrow in your life." 

" Then you believe in it ?" With bitter 
longing he looked for her denial, she said 
simply. 

" Do you believe in it yourself ?" 

"I? how can I help it ?" 

" I ' do not," she said thoughtfully. 
" There are strange and wonderful things 
in nature, and I see that God has seen 
fit to send you very heavy and terrible 
trials ; but I cannot see how it is possible 
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that you have brought them on yourself — 
oh, no !" 

" But the proof ! the proof !'* he cried 
passionately. 

" The goodness of God !'' 

" But is it incompatible with that ? you 
speak of the laws of Nature, what are 
the laws of Nature but the will of God ? 
all creatures live and prey upon each 
other ; destruction and death are inflicted 
daily from the highest to the lowest 
of created things on each other." 

" We are different," said Agla^. " Into 
us God himself breathed the breath of life, 
the brute creation is nought to us, we are 
endowed with the knowledge of good and 
evil ; when we became responsible we be- 
came also immortal, and the laws of the 
lower creation can no longer affect us. I 
do not believe in this curse," she said, 
earnestly. " Oh, I do assuredly not 
believe in it, excepting so far as this, that 
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this terrible belief of yours is a grievous 
trial of your faith." 

" You comfort me," he said simply. 

"Listen," went on Agla^. "Do you 
think the strong young vigorous life in 
Finette, the glory of her bright youth 
could be taken from her by a look, a 
glance — oh, no, it was too strong. She 
was so fair, so good, God would not 
leave her with us to face this cruel world. 
We ought to be glad that she is safe," she 
said, the tears streaming down her face. 
" She is so happy, so at rest." 

Paolo did not speak, the wound was too 
fresh to bear even this tender touch — it 
was torture to him. Agla^ began to 
speak again with her strange smile. 

" It is my greatest comfort to think 
that we have lost her because her Father 
in Heaven wanted her — and you would 
wish me to believe that it was only a curse 
upon yourself. Oh, no ! believe me. 
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struggle against it, shake it from you, 
humble yourself, so that you learn to know 
that one drop of water has as much power 
to move the ocean, as one man to affect 
the decrees of God." Agla^ rose to her 
feet. ** I must go now,'* she said. " Will 
you come also ?" 

" Yes," he answered her, and they 
turned their steps towards the Ohdteau. 
Just as they reached the door, Paolo 
said: 

" Do you think I shall see Monsieur 
de Beauvert in his room ; I should like to 
speak to him now." 

Aglae looked at him in horror. " What ?" 
she cried, " you have not heard? You do 
not know ?" 

" Know what ?" he cried catching hold 
of her arm. " What is there to know ?" 

She turned as white as snow, must she 
tell him then; she had not known that 
since day-break he had been wandering 
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abroad before the stir in the house had 
told the fatal news. He was looking at 
her, his eyes dilated with a kind of 
terror. 

" I am afraid it is very bad news," she 
faltered, frightened by his looks. 

" For Heaven's sake tell me ! He is 
not dead — not dead ?'* 

" The frightful shock — his age " 

began Agla^ ; but she did not finish, for 
he cried again : 

" Tell me, he is not dead ?" 

" It is the Hand of God," said Aglae, 
very solemnly. Paolo staggered, put both 
hands to his head, and fell heavily back 
on to the ground deprived of all con- 
sciousness. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 




|NOTHER week had passed away, 
and slowly the mourners were 
overcoming the first sense of 
strangeness in their grief, were preparing 
each, in their own way, to turn over an- 
other page in their lives. Anxieties and 
cares of the future treading on the heels 
of the vanishing past. 

Paolo and Agla^ were standing together 
in the saloUf wishing each other farewell. 
The double funeral was over, there was 
nothing to wait for now. He thought of 
travelling for awhile; he could not yet 
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face Borne, and the home which had been 
prepared with such loving care for his 
little bride. He had made no plans, only 
that he would travel, wander far away 
in hopes of change for his thoughts. 

Agla^, standing before him with her 
beautiful eyes cast down, felt as if her 
comfort would be gone with him, he was 
all that was left to her — alas! she rea- 
lized more fuUv now, more to her than 
the dearest brother could have been ; and 
he was going, and in all human probabi- 
lity they would never meet again on earth. 

" I do not know how to thank you, 
Agla^j" he said. " You have been as a 
sister to me — as more than a sister to 
her," he could not yet speak that name, 
but she knew. " I promised you should 
be as a sister to me," he went on, " Agla^, 
wiU you let me ?" 

"I do not know," she said drearily. 
" We shall never meet again, perhaps." 

H 2 
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Do not say that. Oh, jes ! we shall 
meet again. Will you not tell me what 
you are going to do ?" 

** It does not matter." 

*^ Ah 1 it does indeed — ^let me know, 
Agla^/' 

** Madame de Larocheguyon wants me 
to stay with her." 

" That is well — ^you like her. You 
would wish to do so ?" 

" Yes." 

** Then I shall always know where you 
aret Agla^. I do not know how to say 
it — have you any money ?" 

" Yes," she faltered, she could not 
bear this — to take money from him, this 
was a more bitter pang than she had an- 
ticipated. 

" You cannot have very much," he said 
gently. " And, and " 

•* No, no I" she said. " Do not " 

He put down a folded letter on the 
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table. " I have a right to do this," he 
said, then he went on, " Agla^, if you 
ever want a friend, if trouble comes upon 
you, or sorrow, or want of sympathy, 
give me your promise, you will let me 
know. This address will always find me, 
Palazzo del Monte, Bome. You promise, 
do you not ? I may trust you ?" 

" I wiU^'' 

" Thank you, dear Agla6," he was 
going now; but he turned back, and 
said : " Eemember that the right to take 
care of you has been left to me ; and you 
have been very good to me." 

She could not speak. " Goodbye !" 

He took both her hands, and he kissed 
first one then the other, gently, reverently, 
and was gone. 

Agla^ looked after him, a mist before 
her eyes, her heart as if turned to stone ; 
she stood for about five minutes where he 
had left her, with her hands clasped to- 
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gether, then with both hands she put back 
the hair on her brow, and left the room. 
It was over now, and she had prayed 
for strength, and she was very brave. 

Madame de Larooheguyon had a long 
conversation with Agla6 after Don Paolo 
was gone, before that she had scarcely 
spoken to her excepting to express her 
wish that she should continue to live with 
her ; but now she sent Marcelle to fetch 
her, and the way the maid gave the mes- 
sage betrayed a marked change in her 
position. Agla^ obeyed at once, and 
found Madame de Larooheguyon with 
the beautiful cachemires that had formed 
the costliest portion of Don Paolo's cor- 
beille^ arranged on the table beside her, 
the room also was full of trunks, and all 
kinds of preparation for departure, and 
Marcelle, accompanying Agla^, continued 
her occupation of packing without leaving 
the room. 
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^'I wish to have a little talk to you, 
about plans, Mademoiselle Legr^s/' be- 
gan Madame de Larocheguyon at once. 
"I suppose you can have formed none 
of your own, but I wish to tell you 
that I very much wish you to remain 
with me/' 

^^ If you do not mind, Madame," said 
Agla^ in a low voice, " I should much 
prefer talking to you in private," 

" Oh, is Marcelle there ? Marcelle, you 
can go !" 

" But if I am to go, how are Madame's 
orders to be obeyed, I must have time to 
pack all that has to be done." 

" That is true, so it cannot be helped." 

" May we not come in the salon^ Ma- 
dame ?" 

" Impossible, child, I am en deshabille I 
but stay ; what does it matter now that 
the dear Prince is gone, there is no one 
to see me." 
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*^ Madame is not in toilette for the 
sahn^^* said Marcelle sharply, but Ma- 
dame de Larochegnyon was already on her 
way, leaning heavily on Agla^'s arm. In 
the 8alon she sat down, sighed deeply and 
began. 

" You are aware that my son-in-law has 
left no will.'* 

**It was hardly to be expected," said 
Agla^. *' His death was so sudden." 

" Consequently all the property goes 
to his brother the Comte de Beauvert who 
lives somewhere in Alsace, he made a 
German marriage and has a son; they 
will be here on Friday." 

"Ah, indeed!" said Agla6 thinking of 
the change that was to come so soon. 

"I could not remain to receive them, 
I am not equal to the exertion, after all 
I have been through. I shall return to 
Paris, although in deep mourning, there 
are some little distractions which are not 
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inconsistent with such a situation. I shall 
go to my apartment and shall take you 
with me, but of course it is possible that 
I may be again solicited to undertake 
the management of my son's household. 
Monsieur de Lancefort tells me that he 
has discovered the retreat of his wife, and 
that they are once more reunited, if that 
is the case, of course I must be free 
from all embarrassments; what would 
you do ?" 

^^ I should on no account be a burden 
on Madame," said Agla^ proudly. " As 
long as I can be of service or comfort I 
will stay, otherwise I shall return at 
once to the Convent, where the Mother 
Superior will interest* herself in obtaining 
a situation for me." 

" That is well," said Madame de La- 
rocheguyon looking relieved. " Of course 
if my poor son-in-law had lived, he 
would doubtless have recognized a 
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claim, if only of gratitude, but as it 
is—" 

** Be at ease, Madame," said Agla^, a 
very slight smile involuntarily playing on 
her pale face. " There is no claim, none 
whatever. I will stay with you a short 
time, and should any inconveniences arise 
from it, I will leave you at once." 

"That is a very good arrangement," 
said Madame de Larocheguyon placidly. 
" There is more still to be thought of." 
All the jewels have been sent back by a 
trustworthy messenger to Rome, curiously 
enough it was almost the last thing my 
poor gendre did, he ordered it after 
that interview he had with Finette, the 
corbeille contains articles which are not 
inconsistent with my age. I shall find 
them useful, a great part of the trous- 
seau of course will belong to Marcelle; 
it is not large as you know, but chosen 
in perfect taste; there are three black 
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gowns, which will be suitable for you, 
and save expense, the rest I shall occupy 
myself about." 

Poor Agla^, it was all very painful to 
bear ; she felt such a longing to fly from 
it all, to get back to the Convent Home 
where she had been so happy; but it 
could not be yet, she must not be a 
burden on the Convent longer than she 
could help, and this selfish, heartless 
woman was all that remained to link her 
to the past. 

"Thank you," she said in a choked 
voice. 

" Now, my dear Mademoiselle Legr^s," 
went on Madame de Larocheguyon 
using her vinaigrette, " I must beg of 
you to take great pains never to let your 
feelings overcome you in my presence, to 
be very careful never to allow yourself 
in any way to upset my nerves. Another 
thing I would wish to mention, Marcelle 
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is a person of a particularly sensitive 
disposition. I hope that in any intercourse 
that you may have with her, you will be 
careful not in any way to wound that 
disposition." 

"Marcelle has been here some time 
now," said Agla^, " and I have always 
thought her nice." 

" Yes, but of course it is different now, 
and she may feel some little jealousy." 

**That is hardly possible," said Agla^ 
with a very slight bow. 

" I am glad to hear you say so, I will 
direct Marcelle to put those gowns in your 
room." 

" Thank you, Madame." 

" And on Thursday we will start." 

She was about to leave the room, but 
turned and said. " By the bye. Made- 
moiselle Legr^s, there is that horrid dog 
of poor Finette's, my pugs cannot bear 
it, and it is not possible that it should 



FASCINATION. xcg 

continue in the same house with 
them." 

" I will return it to Monsieur Mayen," 
said Agla^, her eyes filling with tears. 

"Yes, do, you could perhaps take it 
there this morning ; there is no reason 
against your walking alone, no one could 
see any harm in it under your altered 
circumstances. I should like it to go at 
once, as I now see no reason for seclud- 
ing the pugs, and would wish them 
to have their baskets removed to the 

" I will see to it, Madame,'' she 
answered again, and this time Madame 
de Larocheguyon really left the room. 
Agla^ looked at the clock, it was three 
o'clock ; Paolo had been gone one hour, 
only one hour, and what a life-time it 
seemed. She leant her throbbing brow 
against the cold window-pane and thick 
and fast fell the burning tears, and she 
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shook with sobs; she could not stop 
herself, presently she felt a pair of 
strong arms round her and her aching 
head pressed to a woman's kind breast. 

" Gently, gently, dear Mademoiselle, 
ah I the poor child, she breaks her heart, 
cry then, cherie, cry, it will do you 
good." 

And Agla6, the strong helpful Agla^ to 
whom everyone had turned and all had 
leant upon, in the arms of Victorine, 
cried and clung to her like a httle child, 
while the fair-haired stalwart Bretonne 
only murmured over her little tender 
words and kisses. 




CHAPTER Vm. 




N the Maison Gerie there was a 
terrible scene one evening. 
Marthe told her husband that 
it was not fitting, that his niece, almost 
his nearest relation, should be dependant 
on the charity of Madame de Laroche- 
guyon ; and hoj furious, repudiated the re- 
lationship, and spoke words which made 
the hot blood tingle in her veins. She de- 
manded that Aglae should live with her as 
her friend and guest, and as the nearest 
kinswoman of her host — again the bitter 
cutting insulting words, spoken so slowly, 
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with such cruel deliberation, Marthe could 
not bear them. She retorted, she was both 
madly bold and painfully timid, and he 
did as he had done twice before — he struck 
her — this time her anger surmounted even 
the deadly terror, and she cried " Lache /" 
and threatened to let the whole world know, 
and she showed him the weals risen on her 
poor little arm that had grown so thin 
now as to have lost half its beauty, 
and then he went and she crept away to 
her room, and lay there on the floor, 
weary with beating against the bars of her 
cage. 

It was hard, very hard to bear it, for 
poor Marthe knew that Capitaine Mac^, 
her own Antoine, was still in Aleth, that 
his ship lay at anchor in the harbour 
outside Solidor, and she knew that he 
loved her as she loved him, ah, why was 
she doomed to such misery 1 

Sometimes she felt as if she must see 
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him ; after all, they had been little children 
together, their's had been brother and 
sister-love, developed too late into the 
passion of riper years. 

Once Marthe went to her mother and 
implored her to let them meet once only, 
and in her presence, but Madame Angin 
refused with such indignation and terror 
that Marthe was frightened at her own 
request, and the longing to meet him, 
now that it had assumed the aspect 
of a crime, became an agony in its 
intensity. 

Madame Ad gin was too French a 
mother to trust her unhappy child — it 
seemed as if she had no thought for 
Marthe, it was all for Monsieur de 
Lancefort, whether he was satisfied, 
whether all was well with him — and yet 
it had been said once that she was a 
tender mother — alas I the mother's love 
had not died out of her heart, but it 

VOL. II. I 
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might be that she felt that sympathy 
might be dangerous to Marthe, that her 
best policy was to ignore her child's 
unhappiness and try by her own conduct 
to conciliate her tyrant — ^it might be so, 
but that policy was driving the unhappy 
girl to destruction. 

Marthe, on the morning after that 
miserable scene, was sitting idly in her 
window-seat when she saw 'Agla^ walking 
along the road carrying Plon-plon in her 
arms — impulsively she ran out after her, 
overtaking her before she was out of sight. 
Astonished at seeing her thus with her 
head uncovered, Agla^ turned round, but 
Marthe put her finger to her lip. 

** Do not stop me," she said. " Come a 
few steps further, and let us sit down 
under that hedge, I can see both up 
and down the road from here, and shall 
be prepared if he is coming." 

Shocked by her looks, Agla^ acquiesced. 
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She had a white knitted handkerchief in 
her hand, and she thi^ew it over Marthe's 
head. 

"Agla6," she began eagerly, "you 
and I must always cling together ; you see 
there are only two of us now, and we 
are both so unhappy, and there seems to 
be no escape in the whole wide world." 

"We will always love each other, 
Marthe.'* 

" And you also are going away, and 
I shall be left all alone, with no one to 
help me, no one to keep me straight ; what 
will become of me ?" 

" God in Heaven will protect you, 
Marthe, and Finette will pray for us." 

"Ah yes, for you who are good, but 
I — I am not good, the Evil spirit is 
fighting for me, and offering me happi- 
ness — think, Agla6, real actual happiness 
in exchange for my soul, and sometimes I 
cannot understand why I hesitate." 

I 2 
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"Pray, Marthe, pray, with all your 
strength." • 

" I do, but you do not know what it is ; 
think, Agla6 I to be happy, to have a loving 
smile answer yours, a gentle answer to 
your words, a feeling that all you say and 
all you do is right, never to be afraid, 
never to shrink and tremble, never to 
suffer pain — it is the peace, the rest I 
want. No, no, not only that — I want 
more than that, I want to laugh, and 
sing, and run; I want to be loved 
and taken care of, my life is all one 
want.'* 

"Dear Marthe, your trials are indeed 
very hard to bear." 

"Too hard, too hard," said poor 
Marthe, " and now you, my only hope, 
my only comfort, are going away. I do 
not think that I shall be able to resist 
much longer." 

" But you must, you must," said Agla^ 
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firmly. " The Evil one shows you happi- 
ness which is only a beautiful path to 
utter misery and — 
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" How differently fates are assorted/* 
said Marthe, as if she did not hear the 
words. " Now, see, Finette is dead, just as 
life was opening before her so fair, so very 
fair a future, and I am left ; whereas if I 
had died and Finette had married the 
man she Ibved, why, both would have 
been happy— it is very strange," she began 
to sing softly. 

" Tout a son bont dans cette trisie vie, 
Tra la la, tra la, lalie. 
Moi je Buis ne pour la boucherie^ 
On est siir, bien siir, ma mie. 

"Ah !" she cried suddenly. " Did you 
hear ? he is coming, do you smell the cigar ? 
pah !" with a look, startled and frighten- 
ed as some timid wild animal, Marthe 
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darted away. Aglae heard Monsieur de 
Lancefort speak to her with his usual 
flowery language, and she felt she could 
hardly wonder at poor Marthe's misery. 
She rose and continued her walk, having 
with some diflficulty captured the re- 
fractory Plon-plon, whom she was about 
to restore to his former master. 

The Messieurs Mayen were neither of 
them at home, but Jeannette, Vho opened 
the door, insisted upon Agla6 coming in to 
rest for a few minutes. 

" Victorine tells me you are all going 
away, Ma-ademoiselle," she said with her 
strong Breton accent. " And all strangers 
to be in the Oh&teau — what a change, oh, 
dame I what a change 1" 

"Victorine will, I hope, make her 
conditions with the new family," said 
Agla^. 

" I think not Ma-ademoiselle, she talks 
of going out as a joumalih'e to one of the 
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English families, why they pay as much 
as thirty francs for a month, dame, 
ouir 

" Indeed," said Agla^. 

" Oui done, thirty francs. I my- 
self have always had a good place, 
twelve francs a month and my cider. 
Victorine tells me she has had ten, 
but she is strong, and she is badly 
married, her' husband does nothing now, 
and if she can get thirty why she had 
better do it." 

" So Victorine then is not happy ?" 

" Happy ! oui done, as happy as a 
woman can be who is married, and finds 
she has her man to provide for as well as 
herself. Happy, oh yes, she does not 
grumble." 

" You do not think marriage desirable ?" 
said Agla^ smiling. Jeannette who had 
led her guest into the kitchen sat down, 
squatting on her heels as the Breton bonnes 
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are fond of doing, and in that comfortable 
attitude answered, 

" No, no, men are worth nothing, the 
good ones go to sea and leave their poor 
women fretting their hearts out whenever 
the wind blows, and the bad ones stay at 
home and spend all the money their 
wives earn at the caf^s. Take my advice. 
Mademoiselle, and never be persuaded to 
marry." 

" Yet you were married, Jeannette, and 
they say well." 

" He was not bad, but he was a sickly 
creature, and he spent all, all. I have 
done much better since." 

She was interrupted by the return of 
Monsieur Mayen, who passed through the 
kitchen and ceremoniously led the way 
upstairs. 

Agla^ explained her errand. Monsieur 
Mayen was very much affected, and even 
once melted into tears; he spoke with 
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feeling of the by-gone dinners he had en- 
joyed with Monsieur de Beauvert, over 
the recollection of one evening in par- 
ticular he could not control his emotion. 
When Aglae had taken leave, Plon-plon 
was so absorbed in a romp with his 
mother and brethren that he did not 
perceive her departure, and most un- 
reasonably her heart swelled somewhat 
over his ingratitude, and the large tears 
rose to her eyes. 




CHAPTER IX. 




EDNESDAY morning came, the 
last day at the Ch&teau de 
Beauvert. Madame de Laroche- 
guyon was too much occupied with Mar- 
celle and the packing to require Aglae's 
presence, she was glad in fact to dismiss 
her. There were a great many little things 
which found their way into her boxes — 
from the house, little souvenirs the 
good lady called them, adding that though 
they possessed little intrinsic value, they 
were endeared to her by past association, 
and it was remarkable how many things 
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were packed with a sigh and a tear, and a 
sUght anecdote to illustrate her feeling 
about them. 

Agla^, glad to be released, went to visit 
every haunt and comer that she and 
Finette had been wont to frequent — their 
favourite seats among the rocks, and the 
stony steps where Finette used to per- 
suade Victorine to tell her the same story 
over and over again of the wreck of the 
little yacht, of Paolo's arrival, of his 
looks, and of the words he had said. 
Now as she passed each well loved place 
she murmured again and again, goodbye, 
goodbye, and she felt that she should 
never see them again — this was the end of 
all. She was glad to be going to Paris — 
it would be such a new world, something 
altogether different from all former ex- 
periences — she felt as if to have stayed on 
here would have been intolerable. She 
went in to the twelve o'clock breakfast. 
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after which Madame de Larocheguyon 
again dismissed her rather hastily ; there 
was still much to be seen, and it was 
not till about five o'clock that Agla^ 
turned her steps to the last of all — the 
Cimetiere, to kneel at the grave of her 
friends. 

It was a warm sultry evening, the sun 
fiery red, a sough of rising winds rush- 
ing along the coast, the clouds dark and 
broken into jagged shapes. Aglae was 
very weary, she had been walking all day. 
She turned into the Cimetifere with its 
rows and rows of white monuments, 
hardly one that did not bear on it some 
mark of loving care, from tiny wreaths of 
immortelles, to the most delicate and 
exquisite garlands of snowy china, or 
where profusion and show predominated 
over good taste, ornaments of bead and 
wire-work, all ugly and beautiful alike, 
the gift of pious love. 
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Agla^ passed througli the narrow paths, 
and took her way to the upper end where 
a group of dark yew trees stood; there 
was a little mortuary chapel there belong- 
ing to the De Beauverts, Agla^ started 
when she saw that the door was unfas- 
tened, but she thought that Madame de 
Larocheguyon had come down there, and 
she went softly in. 

It was very dark, for the one small 
window was filled with dark-stained glass, 
the reflection of which threw a crimson 
stain on the white marble floor — there 
prostrate on the ground, her face hidden 
on her outstretched arms, lay a woman's 
fioTire motionless. 

In terror Agla6 knelt down beside her 
and strove to raise her ; there was just 
light enough to recognise the mourner to 
be Marthe de Lancef ort. 

Marthe sat up when Aglad touched 
her and put back the hair from her brow 
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with both hands, the large scared eyes 
she raised to Agla^'s face terrified her, 
there was such a look of fear in them. 

" Agla^,'* she said in a whisper. " Shut 
the door, have you got the key ?" 

" Yes, cherie /" and she shut and turned 
the key in the lock. " How did you get 
in ?'* she asked soothingly. 

*' It was not locked, the lock was turned 
outside.'* 

"And why are you here, what has 
happened?'* she sat down on the prie^ 
dim, and took Marthe's head on to her 
lap. "Do tell me," she said. Marthe 
shivered violently. 

" I have run away," she said. 

"Marthe! what madness, what folly! 
you must go back." 

" It is too late," she answered, her 
teeth chattering. "I dare not, he will 
kiU me." 

" But for Heaven's sake tell me 1" 
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" Do not ask me," she cried piteously. 
" He found out that Antoine was in 
Aleth; he found out that I was out 
during the OamivaL Look here," she 
cried, " look at these marks ; he beat 
me with his cruel hand, but his hand 
was nothing to his words, so I have 
left him." 

" Holy Virgin have pity, pray for us 1" 
cried Agla6 piteously. " What do you 
mean to do?" 

" Do you not guess ? the road to 
Solidor leads past the Cimetifere, I am 
going to Antoine." 

" But," said Agla^ solemnly, " God 
has saved you Marthe, and He lets 
Finette hold out her arms to us from the 



grave. 

" I must go, I must go I" she cried 
wildly. " I dare not go back." 

" Could you not return to your 
mother ?" 
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" Oh no, no ! she would take me back 
to him; she has no pity for me, no 
mercy." 

" Marthe you will not be so mad, so 
wicked ?" 

** I must go," she answered breathlessly; 
" and where can I go but to Antoine, I 
am afraid to go alone. Agla^ !" she sud- 
denly caught hold of her friend's hands, 
"will you go with me, will you help 
me?" 

Agla^ turned very pale, she looked 
down thoughtfully on the unhappy 
girl. 

" If you do not come with me, I swear 
that nothing shaU prevent me from going 
to Antoine," cried she excitedly. " I 
swear it by all that — " 

" Oh, hush, hush, do not speak so 
wildly. Can nothing be done! surely 
your father would keep you under his 
protection while he took steps to obtain 
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a separation for you. Will you let me 
go to your father ?'* 

" Oh no, no !" almost screamed Marthe. 
"You shall not, you must not, he will 
take me back, and the first thing I shall 
do will be to kill myself." 

" Be calm, my dear, dear Marthe I is 
there then no other possible remedy?*' 

" None, if you wiU not have pity on 
me, and fly with me, I must go to Solidor." 

" The Convent ?'* 

" They would not receive me, you do 
not know what he says of me ; no, hear 
my plan. Agla^, dear Agla6, have pity 
on me, let us go together, we could be 
happy, I know we could, and then I could 
be good ; I am sure Finette would have 
said go," she said childishly. "We 
always looked to you ; have pity, let me 
stay with you, let us go together." 
Kneeling in front of Agla6, she had 
wound her arms round her waist and was 
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looking up at her imploringly, she went 
on. "If you do not, you know what 
you will have brought on me ; I shall go 
to Antoine, and be happy for a little 
while." 

" Let me think," said Agla^, feeling 
utterly bewildered and unhappy. 

" Oh, you must do it, Agla6, you cannot 
desert me; after all is it such a very 
great sacrifice to leave that hateful old 
woman and live with me ?" 

" But how ?" said poor Agla^. " Have 
you money ? how shall we escape ?" 

" Ah, you consent, you have saved 
me I you are my angel, how can I thank 
you — I have money, I have fifty pounds, 
but we must work for our bread." The 
whole tone of her voice was changed, the 
constrained high-pitched tone was re- 
placed by one of excitement indeed, but 
not of despair. " Ah !" she cried shiver- 
ing and crouching on Agla6's knees, " to 
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go back to him and die, or to go on, and 
never again to think of you and Finette, 
never again to kneel before my offended 
God.'* 

At that moment the great bell of the 
Paroisse clanged out six o'clock, Marthe 
started. 

" There is no time to lose," she said. 
" To-night the tide will be high at twelve 
o'clock, there is no moon." 

" Oh, Marthe, what are you going to 
do?" 

" To go by the English boat, it always 
goes on Wednesdays at the height of the 
second tide — they will never, never think 
of that." 

" But go to England without friends by 
ourselves." 

"It is my only hope. You will not 
oppose it, cherie ? It is not so very diflB- 
cult. Look, I shall stay here ; when you 
go, you wiU turn the lock on me, and 
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leave me here; and when all are asleep, 
you will come for me, and we will go 
together. Agla^, dearest, you con- 
sent ?" 

" You do not know what you 
ask?" 

" Very well, I will not ask it again," 
and Marthe threw herself again on the 
floor in a paroxysm of despair. 

Agla^ did not know what to do. How 
could she either desert this imhappy girl, 
or betray her to her cruel friends. Some- 
thing in her face to-night showed her 
that she was at bay at last ; that to take 
her own life might be more than an idle 
threat. Yet had she any right to aid her 
in flying from her husband — what was her 
own duty ? 

She rose and knelt at the prie-dieu, 
and clasped her hands and prayed for 
guidance. Presently, as she knelt 
she felt Marthe's hands stealing round 
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her neck, and passionate Msses on her 
cheek. 

" Oh I dearest — dearest ! you will save 
me ! you will not kill me ! Say you con- 
sent." 

Then Agla^ held her in her arms and 
said solemnly, " I will, Marthe, I will 
take you away. God forgive me if I am 
doing wrong." 

It came across Agla^ with terrible dis- 
tinctness all the sacrifice this meant, the 
loss of all her friends, above all of that 
good Mfere Sup^rieure to whom she looked 
for future aid, the offending of Madame 
de Larocheguyon, she dared not think 
of what Paolo would think of her disap- 
pearance. It meant that, henceforth, she 
must face the world without a friend, and 
with a burden on her, the weight of 
which she did not hide from herself, a 
helpless, pretty, unhappy woman, but 
there was a soul to be saved, the sacri- 
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fice was for God, and He would recom- 
pense in His own good time. 

The face she turned upon Marthe was 
almost that of an angel. 

Marthe nestled down at her feet, and 
they began to make their plan. The En- 
glish boat seemed the easiest way. Aglae 
tried to persuade Marthe to try and find 
a less painful refuge than this little chapel 
— persuaded that she little knew what the 
terrors of it would be during the long 
dark hours in which she would have to 
wait; but Marthe scouted the idea of 
such idle fears. 

" I shall feel so perfectly secure," she 
said. " He will never think of coming 
here.'' 

" But the darkness and the solitude ? 
And as the night comes on, it will be 
very cold." 

" I feel as if I never should be cold 
again," answered Marthe, laying one of 
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Agla^'s hands on her burning forehead. 
" It will be one fever till it is over." 

" And have you considered the risk ? 
They will be searching for you far and 
wide." 

" Not yet," answered Marthe. " When 
he left me, he turned the lock upon me ; 
he will think me safe, and not trouble 
himself about me till he sends Georges 
to summon me to dinner." 

" But how then ?" 

" I got out of the window." 

"Oh, Marthe, it is so high, so dan- 
gerous." 

" The ivy was strong. I have done 
more difficult things in the Gymnase." 

The time was going on, and Agla6 
must go— very much against her will, she 
turned the key of the chapel door, leav- 
ing Marthe a prisoner, and took her way 
hurriedly homewards. All seemed to 
pass so quickly — was she right or wrong ? 
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She felt that there was no time to solve 
the terrible doubt, that she must go on 
now with the task she had undertaken. 



CHAPTER X. 




j^GLAfi had to run fast, and dress 
as quickly as she possibly could 
in order to be ready for Madame 
de Larocheguyon at dinner-time ; she felt 
as if she was in a dream, obliged to sit 
through that meal while this wonderful 
plan was in her mind, and her thoughts 
always wandering to the Cimeti^re, won- 
dering how Marthe was faring in the cold 
dark chapel, and sometimes she blamed 
herself that she had not insisted on her 
adopting a hiding-place which, even if 
less secure, would have been less trying. 



138 FASCINATION. 



Dinner seemed unusually long, Madame 
de Larocheguyon eating slowly and talk- 
ing too much to notice how abstracted 
Agla^'s manner was; at last she said 
something, however, which effectually 
aroused her attention. 

" I had a visit from Madame Angin 
to-day," she said. " She made many 
apologies for calling; but it seems that 
she had asked for you, and by mistake 
was brought to me." 

" What did she say ?" asked Agla6, 
eagerly. 

" She came, of course, to talk over 
her troubles with Madame de Lance- 
fort." 

" Alas ! more troubles ?" cried Agla^, 
trying to prevent the tell-tale blush from 
rising to her cheeks. 

" Yes," continued Madame de Laroche- 
guyon, rising from table and returning to 
the salon holding Agla^'s arm, (she was 
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one of those women who invariably hold 
or clasp whoever is near them, seemingly 
unable to keep her hands off them). 
" Yes," she said, ** there has been some 
worse quarrel than ever — it began by 
Madame de Lancefort writing a frantic 
letter to her father, entreating that he 
would institute proceedings to enable her 
to obtain a separation from her husband ; 
she has little principle I fear, this letter 
Monsieur de Lancefort opened, and having 
read it, carried it himself to Monsieur 
Angin, exhorting him to have patience 
with the puerilities of his daughter, 
who is very young — he seems to have 
behaved with great dignity and pro- 
priety." 

Agla^ clenched her teeth hard to keep 
back the words on her lips. 

Madame de Larocheguyon leant back 
and settled herself in the deep arm-chair, 
going on. 
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" Monsieur Angin was much distressed, 
he entreated Monsieur de Lancefort to 
have patience, and was even moved to tears 
over the folly of the thing." 

" And what did Madame Angin say ?'• 
asked Agla^ anxiously. 

" She wanted you to tell her daughter 
from her that she must give up all hope 
of assistance from her father.'' 

" And had she nothing more comforting 
than that to tell poor Marthe ?" 

" She wept a good deal; it was alto- 
gether a trying scene, she spoke of her 
own experiences, and wished you to desire 
her daughter to be patient, for her 
experiences were not in the least 
unique." 

" But why send messages ? why not 
give what little comfort she could her- 
self." 

" Ah, that is the new plan. Monsieur 
de Lancefort is anxious to try whether 
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withdrawing her entirely from all inter- 
course with her parents will not have a 
good effect upon her. Monsieur Angin 
has agreed and — " 

" But it is wicked, it is cruel !" said 
Agla^. 

" Really, my dear Mademoiselle," said 
Madame de Larocheguyon, " it is im- 
possible for a young lady to form an 
opinion of any value on such a subject ; 
I think there is something to be said for 
the plan." 

" And Madame Augin consented ?" 

"Madame Angin has no will of her 
own, that is very clear; she wept and 
wailed till she nearly brought on one 
of my nervous attacks. Entreat Made- 
moiselle Legres, she went on saying, to 
assure my daughter that only in absolute 
submission and patience can she hope for 
any future comfort. Tell her it was her 
mother's experience before hers, and I 
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quite believe it," said Madame de Laroche- 
guyon. "I never saw such a weak, 
foolish, crying woman in my life. Give 
me my knitting, Mademoiselle, and pray 
be so good as to continue reading 
*Le Parvenu,' what a book! all my 
sympathies are interested." 

Agla^ took up her book and read on 
page after page, as if she was in a 
dream ; one thing presented itself to her 
mind, if all Mar the' s nearest and dearest 
relations failed her thus, it must be 
her duty to take care of her. She felt 
happier, as if somehow the shadow of 
the Cross, that emblem of pain and 
sacrifice, had fallen on the dark road that 
she had chosen. 

In spite of the excitement of her 
sympathies, reading aloud produced its 
usual effect on Madame de Laroche- 
guyon, and before long she was sleep- 
ing peacefully to a monotonous accom- 
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paniment of snores from the pugs. 
When she thought herself able to move 
without awakening her, Agla^ went to 
the window and looked out; the wind 
was rising considerably, and beginning 
to whistle and moan round the house. 
Agla^ had never been on the sea in 
her life, so she felt no dread of the 
voyage; but she looked anxiously to 
see whether it was very dark, there was 
no moon, but the stars shone softly, and 
although a dark night, it was not alarm- 
ingly so for their purpose. 

Suddenly Madame de Larocheguyon's 
peaceful slumber was broken by the 
entrance of a servant with a note, which 
she opened with a peevish expression of 
impatience. 

" Holy Virgin !" she cried. " What a 
terrible thing ?" 

" What has happened ?" cried Agla^, 
startled. 
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" Madame de Lanoefort has left her 
home. This note is from Madame Angin, 
they have been searching distractedly 
since seven o'clock, when Monsieur de 
Lancefort first discovered that she was 
missing, but without result. She writes 
to ask whether either you or I can offer 
any explanation of her disappearance. I 
must write her one line to say of course 
that we can be of no possible assistance, 
really that young Madame de Lancefort is 
a perfect fool." 

Trembling with anxiety Agla^ brought 
her pen and ink, and paper, sealed and 
despatched the note — intensely relieved 
that she was spared answering any 
questions or saying anything that was 
not true. 

It seemed as if Madame de Laroche- 
guyon would never go to bed that 
night, instead of retiring at nine o'clock, 
generally her habit in the country, it was 
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nearly ten o'clock before she chose to go, 
and even after that she kept Aglai with her, 
dwelling on and discussing poor Marthe's 
failings till she felt half wild. At length 
she released her, and she flew up into 
her own room to make her absolutely 
necessary preparations. 

Agla6 put on a thick warm gown, 
rapidly thrust a few ordinary necessaries 
into a bag small enough for her to carry, 
she filled a bottle with wine in the 
salon, took all the unsubstantial biscuits 
on the tray and crept downstairs, her 
heart beating as if she were about to 
commit some secret crime. 

The great key of the door creaked 
as she opened it, but all was still, 
the first danger was over, she was safe 
in the open air. She had put in her 
pocket the envelope Paolo had given her 
— what a God-send it seemed now — for 
it contained two hundred pounds. The 
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wind blew louder and wilder, but she 
did not heed the noisy gusts sweeping 
by her, for all her thoughts were fixed on 
how she could find Marthe, all alone in 
that dark cold chapel. 

When Agfla^ reached the Cimetifere, a 
difficulty presented itself which with all 
her fore-thought had never occurred to 
her before, the gates were locked and 
closed ; for a moment she hesitated, but 
moments were precious, and deciding 
that boldness was the best, policy, she 
went to the cottage inhabited by the 
keepers of the Cimeti^re, a kindly old 
couple with whom she was well acquainted, 
and knocked at the door. There was no 
answer but two peaceful sounding snores, 
so Agla^ opened it and stole in, she knew 
where the keys always hung on the wall, 
and groping carefully along succeeded in 
taking hold of them ; but oh ! the fatal 
chink of keys, her hand trembling with 
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cold and nervousness could not steady 
them sufficiently to stop it, and at the 
sound someone heavily rolled round in 
bed, and old Yaumi's voice said gruffly 
and sleepily, *' Quiet, Papillon ! bad beast, 
oieu done,** the indescribable quietinoj 
word used to Breton donkeys. Papillon, 
whose shed under the window was only 
divided by a thin partition from his 
master, moved restlessly. Agla6 felt that 
if he had been human, she would have 
been betrayed. She stood breathless till 
another snore stole comfortably out of 
the box-bed, and then softly crept out 
again. 

She sped to the gate as fast as her 
feet would carry her, and in another 
moment was speeding along the narrow 
path through the graves, the monuments 
looking white and grim in the star- 
light. 

She reached the chapel, opened the 
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door and went in. All was silence, " Mar- 
the ! Marthe !'* she cried in terror, 
blaming herself that she had not thought 
of bringing the means of striking a 
light. 

Then she heard a sudden gasping sigh, 
and something rushed past her out into 
the air. 

" Oh, Marthe !" she cried in terror. 
Then she found her friend clinging to 
her, hurrying her along. 

" Oh, take me away I take me away !" 
she cried, and the relief of hearing her 
voice was perfectly indescribable. " Oh, 
that horrible, terrible place ! Agla6, you 
have been days not hours 1" 

" No, no, dear," said Agla6 soothingly. 
" It is all right, we shall be in good time. 
I knew that it would be terrible for you 
to be there." 

" Agla^, he came even there to look for 
me," she said, shaking from head to foot. 
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" I knew it* by the smell of those cigars, 
and I heard his voice talking to Yaumi, 
and he tried the door, and it was locked ; 
and I heard Yaumi propose to go and 
fetch his key, but he said, * No, it was not 
worth the trouble, as the door was locked 
from outside,' and they went away." 

She was trembling so that Agla^ made 
her sit down by the side of the road, and 
gave her some wine which restored her 
composure. Both girls knew the way 
well, the Enghsh boat started from the 
quay on the outer harbour, and they had 
to engage a small boat to carry them 
across the harbour so as to save a very 
long walk round. The sea even there 
was rather rough, but in their excitement 
they did not mind it ; they were fortunate 
in finding one boat stiU waiting in hopes 
of passengers for the English steamer, 
and were rowed across. 

It was intensely cold on the water, and 
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the poor girls clung closely to each other. 
They landed at the usual steps, and having 
been compelled to pay more than double 
the usual price of a boat, they mounted 
on to the quay and walked swiftly along. 

There were sailors and porters and 
douaniers all busied on one spot, and 
thither they directed their steps, the tide 
was high, so the deck of the great 
English steamer was on a level with the 
quay. 

" Come,*' said Agla6, seeing that Marthe 
hesitated before putting her foot on the 
gangway. ** Let us go down quickly, we 
have arrived." 

The porters and sailors were putting 
on all the cargo of tubs and baskets, 
supplies for the Southampton market, 
and when the clock struck twelve they 
were still hard at work. Agla^, knowing 
that Marthe must be faint and exhausted 
from cold and want of food, asked her 
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way to the cabin, and together they 
descended the steep gangway. 

Surely never did any place seem a more 
perfect Paradise than that large comfort- 
able cabin, there was a genial warmth 
from hot water-pipes, broad soft sofas, a 
reassuring light. About half-a-dozen 
passengers were there already settled in 
their berths for the night, experienced 
travellers who knew what to expect on 
such a wild gusty night. 

Marthe had hardly time to sit down 
before she fainted away. Agla6, who 
knew a few words of English, enough 
to make herself understood, sent the 
stewardess for some hot coffee which re- 
vived her, warming and rubbing her cold 
hands and feet, and having got her into 
the darkest and quietest comer of the 
cabin, wrapped round her two of the warm 
rugs the kindly woman brought her, and 
in five minutes had the inexpressible 
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comfort of seeing her in the deep sleep 
of complete exhaustion. 

Feeling that she could leave her now, 
Agla6 commended her to the care of the 
stewardess and went up on deck, anxious 
to see the start. To be out of the way 
of the men she went to the stem, where 
she found a comfortable seat with an 
awning round it and a welcome tarpaulin, 
she curled herself up in it, drawing the 
tarpaulin all round her, and wondered 
when the start would take place ; just in 
front of it two large sailing vessels were 
lying, they rolled slowly up and down, 
and the wind played its wild music 
through the cordage. To Agla^, who had 
never been on the sea before, there 
was something curiously dreamy in the 
rocking of the harbour waves, the soft 
splash with which they kissed and re- 
treated from the sides of the boat, and 
the way the harbour lights, yellow and 
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crimson, flickered on their shifting crests. 
Presently she was startled by the sudden 
loud hoarse whistle followed by the clang- 
ing of the departure bell, then a rattling 
of heavy chains, and another whistle, they 
were moving off. 

A moment of agony came over Agla^ ; 
it was inevitable then, they were off, 
leaving their homes, their country, to face 
the wide hard world unprotected and 
alone. She clasped her hands, and the 
tears streamed down her cheeks, she 
had been so happy, she had so loved them 
all ; she thought of Finette, of Paolo, of 
Monsieur de Beauvert's unvarying kind- 
ness to her, even of Madame de Laroche- 
guy on now with unwonted affection. 
All, all gone now, and with this great 
ship they were speeding on through an 
unknown sea, she knew not whither. 

Now out of the harbour they rushed, 
to right and left of them, leaving the 
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land behind, then one or two great bounds 
like a fresh horse trying its mettle, and 
out into the open sea. 

Agla^ brushed away her tears and sat 
up, all this part of the boat was quite 
solitary and deserted, and she began to 
be afraid of being here all alone. There 
was a high wind blowing, fortunately a 
beam- wind, as it speeded them on their 
way ; the boat was pitching heavily, before 
they had been at sea half an hour, it 
seemed as if every moment the deck went 
down, down under their feet, and the sea 
rose up high above it behind, and large 
sheets of spray dashed blindingly over 
her. A great terror came over Agla6, 
and to her intense relief she saw a man 
in waterproof garments come up to the 
stern, with the usual gait of those ac- 
customed to the sea. 

She held out her hands, saying in a 
voice trembling with fear. 
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" Ah, Monsieur, I entreat, is there any 
danger ?" 

" Danger T' he answered in French, with 
a loud reassuring laugh. " Danger, bless 
you, no 1 we are going to have a magnifi- 
cent passage, and shall run in to South- 
ampton by one o'clock to-morrow." 

" Ah," said Agla^ ; but she could not 
keep her teeth from chattering, so awful 
did these great waves seem, as the boat rose 
up over them and sank into the trough 
they left behind them. The man walked 
up and down a little while, then he came 
back and said kindly. 

" Shall I take you downstairs. Made- 
moiselle, there is I think rain coming." 

Just as he spoke, down came a sharp 
rush of rain, as if a cloud had suddenly 
emptied itself into the sea. The stranger 
kindly covered Agla^ up entirely with her 
tarpaulin till it was over, then offered her 
his arm, she little knew till she was upon 
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her feet how impossible she would have 
found it to have moved without his 
assistance ; she was at once thrown on his 
shoulder, he good-naturedly laughing and 
swaying along almost carrying her— at the 
cabin he left her saying cheerfully. " Now 
don't you be afraid, Mademoiselle, we are 
having as fine a passage as one would 
wish, do it in the twelve hours, not a 
doubt of it I" and he went upstairs. 

Agla^, with a sidelong involuntary run, 
precipitated herself across the cabin, while 
the calm stewardess unmoved by weather 
or wind wrapped her up and made her as 
comfortable as possible for the night. 




,^<*» 



CHAPTER XI. 




HE niglit passed at last, the 
indescribable miseries of which 
the two poor French giris had 
never even suspected. About eleven 
o'clock the bounding and rolling of the 
steamer stopped, and the violent bumps and 
blows on the sides of the vessel made by 
the waves ; it was calm now, and Agla^, 
who knew how much depended on her 
strength and courage, sat up and asked 
the stewardess how long it would be 
before they arrived. The answer, two 
hours, was not encouraging; but the 
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woman told her that it would all be calm 
now, for they had entered Southampton 
Water and were about passing the Needles. 
Agla^ rose and found herself better than 
she had expected, and feeling a longing 
for the upper air, she climbed the gang- 
way and found her way to her seat of 
the night before. 

The scene was lovely, the sea blue and 
sparkling, the sun just softened by a 
light silvery haze which condensed its 
rays into a shining pathway over the 
gentle waves, through the veil of mist 
showed the blue outline of the Isle of 
Wight. 

The sweet fresh air made her shiver 
but revived her wonderfully, one by one 
the passengers began to appear on deck, 
and walking briskly up and down to speak 
of the very rough passage they had 
had. 

Agla6 began soon to enjoy the speeding 
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thus over the sea, presently she saw her 
friend of the night before, recognizing 
him by his waterproof garments. Feeling 
how necessary it was that she should 
obtain some information as to their des- 
tination, she plucked up all her courage 
and wished him good morning with 
the extreme shyness of a French girl 
convent-bred. 

He immediately strolled up to her, and 
began in his loud good-natured way in 
French to ask how she was, and if she did 
not think that they had made a magnifi- 
cent voyage. 

She told him with some hesitation that 
both she and her sister (for so she had 
determined to call Marthe) were utterly 
inexperienced travellers, and asked his 
advice about how to get to London, and 
to what hotel to go. He was very good- 
natured, and told her exactly what to do, 
mentioning one of the great railway hotels. 
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He advised her to get some of her money 
changed by the steward, or she might 
find herself embarrassed ; he also relieved 
her of a more pressing difficulty, for in a 
few moments the ticket-collector came 
round, and to her great dismay poor Agla6 
had to confess that she had none. Her 
friend relieved her of the difficulty by 
procuring them for her ; she found that 
she was already looking to him as a friend, 
he told her that his name was Captain 
Johnson, that he was a retired merchant- 
seaman and Uved with his family not far 
from London in Hampstead, but that he 
had still some interest in the active apple 
and butter trade which existed between 
Aleth and Southampton. After many hums 
and haws, at last the worthy man proposed 
that as all were going in the same 
direction, that the two travellers should 
place themselves under his protection, and 
he would undertake to see them safely 
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into an hotel. Agla^ looked up into his 
face, and read there such an unmistak- 
able look of good, rough honesty and 
tenderness of heart, that she accepted 
with gratitude. 

Old Sam Johnson had what his friends 
called a warm heart, his wife declared 
that any impostor could turn him round 
his little finger, but he always said that 
it was better to be deceived twenty times 
than to miss one opportunity of doing a 
kindness. 

The extreme beauty of Agla^, her 
shrinking shyness and distinguished ap- 
pearance both astonished and interested 
him, he was astonished to find how much ; 
and he grunted, hummed, and hawed, and 
ended by making that offer which poor 
Agla6 accepted so gladly. 

He sat by her now with his great 
shapeless waterproof, his face a deeply 
tanned brick red, on the top of which 
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a thatch of soft thick hair as white as 
snow contrasted oddly ; warmly thanking 
him, Agla6 went down to rouse Marthe 
and inform her of the piece of good 
fortune which had befallen them. 

She found Marthe still unable to move, 
and so she determined to leave her in 
peace a little longer. 

Then came the welcome sounds, the 
bells, the whistles, the bustle and flurry of 
arrival. Poor Marthe was able at last 
to crawl on deck, looking so pale and 
lost, with her great blue eyes and dis- 
hevelled hair, that Captain Johnson was 
quite touched, and when Aglae intro- 
duced him, offered her his arm and sup- 
ported her to the landing-place quite 
tenderly. 

Having deposited them in the custom- 
house waiting-room, he turned round 
briskly, saying, 

" And now, ladies, what name shall 
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I find on your luggage ? I must see it 
through the custom-house. I suppose you 
have nothing to declare ?'* 

The two girls glanced at each other, and 
Aglae said hurriedly. 

** Indeed you will be spared that trouble, 
Monsieur, we have no luggage/' 

"No luggage!" the good man stared, 
this reply rather staggered him, to say 
truth — ^who could these two unusually 
handsome and entirely unprotected women 
be; all his good wife's sermons on im- 
posture passed through his mind, but 
a glance at the objects of his momen- 
tary suspicion quite disarmed him. He 
shook himself like a great Newfound- 
land dog, and said roughly, " Well, come 
with me and never mind." 

He took them to the station and put 
them into a train, and then muttering 
that there were still twenty minutes to 
spare, he went away and returned with 

M 2 



i64 FASCINATION. 

two glasses of very fiery sherry, which 
he insisted upon their swallowing, and 
in spite of its hot taste, which to them 
was intensely disagreeable, it brought 
back the colour to their faces and 
lips. 

They arrived at Waterloo Station, 
and stood on the platform utterly be- 
wildered by the extraordinary noise and 
bustle; the brisk English voices were 
incomprehensible, they clung to each 
other terrified, and Agla6 thought, with 
a paroxysm of fear, how very little either 
of them had known the magnitude of 
their undertaking. It was impossible to 
imagine what would have become of 
them but for their new friend; he put 
them in a cab and drove with them 
to the Charing Cross Hotel. There he 
hesitated for a moment, then asked 
with a glance at their toilettes, which 
were all too fashionable and pretty — 
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"What rooms shall I order for 
you ?" 

"One little room, I beg of you," 
faltered Aglae. " We are not very rich." 

In five minutes he had installed them 
in a room very high up indeed, with one 
big bed in it. 

" Now I suppose I can do nothing 
more for you," he said looking compas- 
sionately at Marthe, who had sunk in 
utter weariness on a chair. 

Agla6 clasped her hands wistfully. 

"Ah, Monsieur," she said. "We are 
so lonely, we do not know a single 
English person, my sister here is not 
strong." 

" Come, come, is it money you want ?" 
he said, beginning to feel in his pockets. 

" Oh, no, no, we have money ; it is a 
friend we want, kindness, advice." 

Captain Johnson seated himself with an 
abrupt movement. 
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" My dear ladies," he said, " tell me 
your names, and what you want." 

<^My sister is Madame Lance," said 
Agla^, growing white over the falsehood. 
"She has lost her husband, we have 
come to England in hopes of earning our 
living." 

" Ah ! poor souls, poor souls !" 
" And if in any way you could help us 
to find employment, or show me how to 
set about getting it P" 

Something pathetic in the voice made 
Captain Johnson quite quiver with sym- 
pathy, but all he said was in his grufiest 
voice. 

**What can you do? what means do 
you wish to adopt ?" 

" We could teach," said Agla6, timidly 
glancing at Marthe ; " and I can embroider 
very well, indeed, and — I am afraid that 
is all." 

" Of course you could teach French," 
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he said, his face brightening a little. 
" And music, geography, history, and the 
use of the globes ?" 

" Music, no," answered Agla^, " but — ** 

" Well, never mind — I will think over 
all you ask, and come in to see you to- 
morrow, and then perhaps I shall see my 
way to helping you.'* 

"Ah, thank you, you are indeed too 
good, and perhaps to-morrow I might be 
able to find some very small Uttle apart- 
ment." 

" Now, my dear young lady, I cannot 
have you go about London alone," said 
Captain Johnson in quite a fatherly manner. 

** No, no, Madame Lance and I will go 
together." 

He glanced at Marthe, who looked 
as young as Agla^, and grunted, but said 
no more, a sudden idea of the absurdity 
of such an objection presenting itself to 
his mind. 
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When he was gone, Agla^ plucked up 
all her spirit and turned to Marthe quite 

gaily. 

" See how fortunate we are, ma cherie,^* 
she said. " The good God has sent us a 
kind friend already." 

" I am so tired," said Marthe wearily. 

" Well, we will both lie down, and 
have a good rest; and in the afternoon 
we shall feel quite differently." 

" Oh, what a terrible bed !" cried 
Marthe, as she mounted the high four- 
post bed, and lay down on its truly En- 
glish mattress, as hard and uneven as if 
it was stuffed with stones ; but in spite 
of its discomforts, they rose much re- 
freshed, and very hungry at about six 
o'clock. 

" How are we to get anything to eat?" 
asked Marthe ruefully. 

Agla6, however, was determined to be 
cheerful. ** Look, mignonneP* she said, 
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kissing her. " Do arrange your hair. I 
am going to ring, and some one is sure 
to come." 

Repeated ringing at last brought an 
impatient, tired-looking chamber-maid, 
who, in answer to their request for food, 
took them down to the coffee-room. There, 
however, they found themselves so much 
stared at, that they were glad to finish 
their meal and escape upstairs again. 

" Are they not rude these English- 
men ?" cried Marthe indignantly. " And, 
del I what a language I all lisps and 
s-s-s— '* 



" You must grow accustomed to it. 
Already I begin to talk quite fluently." 

" I have forgotten all my English," 
said Marthe. " Soeur Jeanne told me 
I had no head for languages." 

" We have many things to consider," 
went on Agla^ gaily. " That dear Mon- 
sieur Johnson was so scandalised at our 
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having no luggage, some things we must 
buy/' 

" Ah, yes !*' said Marthe eagerly. 
" And when we get into a gay little ap- 
partementf and have each a new toilette, 
and three or four pretty children to teach, 
we shall be as happy as two queens; 
after all a great town is much more amus- 
ing than life in the provinces." 

Agla^ sighed and laughed, and en- 
couraged her companion to make happy 
visions, but in the night, when she was* 
asleep by her side, she lay long awake 
praying and fighting against a painful 
weight of fear and discouragement, and 
the longing for those who were gone for 
ever. 




CHAPTER XII. 




HE next morning rose bright and 
fine, none of the proverbial 
smoke and fog depressed the 
first impressions of Madame and Made- 
moiselle Lance as they now called them- 
selves; on the contrary, when about 
eleven o'clock they found themselves in 
Trafalgar Square, and saw the fountains 
dancing in the sun, the streets full of 
traffic, the large shops in the Strand full 
of the gayest many-coloured merchandise, 
Marthe exclaimed in delight that it re- 
minded her of Paris, and Agla6 was 
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quite excited and pleased. They had 
received a note from Captain Johnson 
saying that he could not be with them 
before three, so they had all the morning 
in which to enjoy themselves ; they made 
a few little necessary purchases and re- 
turned to the hotel in high spirits. 

Faithful to his appointment, punc- 
tually at three o'clock, old Sam Johnson 
arrived, he could hardly believe that the 
two bright gay French girls now before 
him, so eagerly describing their little 
adventures with animated gestures, could 
be the pale pathetic travellers of the day 
before ; they greeted him as an old friend, 
and he hummed and hawed, and won- 
dered whether they were genuine, or 
rather which were genuine, the tears or 
the smiles. 

« I have been working for you, my 
dears," he began, adding hastily: "I 
beg your pardons, I have daughters 
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nearly as old as you, and I have one or 
two plans to suggest/' 

" How good you are/' said Marthe. 

" First of all, I would recommend your 
moving altogether from this part of Lon- 
don." 

Marthe looked a little blank at this, 
she was so much pleased with Trafalgar 
Square; but she said nothing. Captain 
Johnson went on : " We reside in a most 
genteel residence close to Hampstead 
Heath, there are some quiet lodgings to 
be had in the neighbourhood at a reason- 
able rate. I should like to take you and 
your sister there. I have told my wife 
about you, and she and I are incUned 
to think that you might help my daugh- 
ters with their French, and we may be 
able to get other pupils." 

"Ah! that is all — all — everything we 
could wish," said Agla6 eagerly. 

" Now," said Captain Johnson fidget- 
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ting, and turning redder than nature and 
the sun had made him, '* Mrs. Johnson 
told me to ask you if you had any intro- 
ductions, any references you could give 
me. 

Aglae shook her head sadly. Marthe 
cried : " Oh, yes I why not ? We were 
both educated at the * Sacr^ Coeur,* the 
Mother Superior • • . ." She stopped 
suddenly ; alas 1 would the Mother Supe- 
rior recommend her now — a wife escaped 
from her husband, and of whom that 
husband would doubtless say so much 
that was evil, the crimson blush spread 
all over her face. Captain Johnson per- 
ceived it, he wrote down the name of 
the Convent in a small pocket-book ; but 
was interrupted by Agla^ saying rather 
pitifully. 

" We should feel so grateful, Monsieur, 
if you would trust us, and not write to 
that lady.*' 
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" Are you afraid of her ? Is she not . 
kind ?" he said sternly. 

" She is the best friend we ever had 
in the world/* said Agla6, the hot tears 
rushing to her eyes. " She has been like 
a mother to us.'* 

" Then I shall reserve the right to 
communicate with her if I think it desir- 
able," said the good man drily, and they 
were obhged to remain satisfied with 
that. 

Presently he suggested that they should 
accompany him to Hampstead to look at 
lodgings, and they sallied forth together. 
He hailed an omnibus and put them into 
it, mounting himself on to an outside 
place. At first they were amused, but 
when the omnibus was full almost to 
suffocation, the amusement turned to a 
vivid sense of discomfort, and the drive 
seemed interminable. They arrived at 
their destination at last, and Captain 
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Johnson made them walk up steep Hamp- 
stead Hill, telling them that was the only 
way to enjoy the fine view of the heath at 
the top. 

Marthe, quite unused to walking and 
very tired, could hardly keep up, Agla^ 
managed better, in spite of her very high 
French heels. It was disappointing, when 
they had reached the top, to find that it 
was only to enjoy the prospect that they 
had been dragged thither, and that all 
there was to do was to descend again and 
turn into a street leading away to the 
right, among multitudes of houses each 
standing with about ten feet square of 
grass plot in front of it. They came to one 
with a paper advertisement disfiguring its 
respectable face. '^ An apartment to be 
let furnished." Here Captain Johnson 
stopped and rang the bell, the door was 
opened by the landlady herself, a very 
thin woman, with a dress of rusty black 
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unrelieved by any ghost of collar or cuff, 
and wearing a permanent black bonnet, 
she curtsied with a manner extremely 
sorrowful and spoke in a thin peevish 
voice. " It's for the apartments, I sup- 
pose, Sir," she said, and led them in. There 
were four dingy little rooms looking on 
to the street. 

Marthe shivered at them, but Agla^, 
thinking of the slendemess of their 
resources, thought they would do. The 
roon^s were to be two guineas a week, 
even that seemed to her a great deal. 

Then came the question of reference, 
fortunately Marthe could not follow the 
English sufficiently, or her pride would 
have been up in arms. 

Agla^ rapidly asked Captain Johnson 
in French whether he would allow himself 
to be so called, and he assented heartily, 
wondering what Mrs. Johnson would say 
of such an imprudence. 
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«78 FASCINATION. 



Mrs. Burton seemed satisfied, it was 
agreed that they should take posses- 
sion on the afternoon of the following 
day, and meanwhile that the rooms 
were to have a thoroughly good scrub- 
bing. 

Captain Johnson looked at his watch, 
tea-time was approaching, he hesitated 
whether he should invite his young pro- 
t^g^s to come in, and enjoy the sociable 
meal with his family ; but second thoughts 
are best, he felt that he had not yet 
sufficiently prepared his wife's mind for 
their arrival, and so he placed them in a 
cab instead, feeling sure that they would 
never be able to master the intricacies of 
omnibus navigation, and saw them off 
safely. 

*• I wonder that you were satisfied with 
such a dark miserable little apartment," 
said Marthe rather discontentedly, when 
they were driving homewards. 
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"Ah, cheriCf but it is only for a time, 
till we know what we can earn ; you see 
ah-eady our money flies. ** 

" And after all, one can make anything 
pretty," Marthe exclaimed. "We will 
buy ribbons and muslin, and it will be a 
transformation." 

Meanwhile all was not going quite 
smoothly at the new lodgings. Mrs. 
Burton, the most doleful and lachrymose 
of widows, had taken fright at the ex- 
treme beauty and fashionable dress of her 
proposed lodgers. 

" Mary Anne," she said to the servant, 
who on her knees was already engaging in 
the " thorough scrubbing." 

" Being left a widow, one cannot be too 
careful." 

" No, Ma'am, and that's true." 

" And these ladies being foreigners." 

" I can't abide foreigners," said Mary 
Anne stoutly. 

N 2 
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" That's an unchristian sentiment 
Mary Anne !" 

" Law I" was the answer with a fresh 
souse of soap-suds on to the floor. 

Mrs. Burton reflected a moment, then 
she donned a black shawl, a trifle less 
rusty than the rest of her suit, and boldly 
went out. 

Mrs. Johnson was not an unkindly 
woman, she had a tender heart, a sympa- 
thising and ample bosom for her own 
family and immediate friends, but after 
having embraced them all the line was 
drawn, and a very strict line of demarca- 
tion it was ; anything unusual, out of the 
way or peculiar, sweeping adjectives 
which included aU foreigners, were to her 
abominations almost improper. A kind and 
affectionate wife, a good mother, a strict and 
just mistress, entire want of imagination 
made her absolutely hard and cruel to 
everything beyond her own range of ideas, 
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and like the realistic chicken, her life was 
one protest. " What I can't see, I won't 
believe in." 

Mrs. Johnson was taking a walk with 
her two eldest daughters on this Friday 
afternoon on the Heath, she always did 
so on fine days, so that Mrs. Burton 
knew where to find her, and bent her 
steps thither. They were walking slowly 
along the straight road, a fine family as 
Captain Jo hnson was wont to call them — 
three women, average five foot eight in 
height, and more than average size, 
bright colour, and redundant hair of the 
true English light brown. 

The eldest girl, Joanna, was like her 
niiother in char acter, a trifle harder per- 
haps, not having yet thrown off the un- 
merciful severity of youth . The second, 
with softer eyes, more untidy hair, and a 
strong touch of the romance which formed 
so large an element in old Sam's com- 
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position, had been christened Letjtia^ 
which in spite of Joanna's efforts had 
degenerated into Letty — she and her father, 
were devoted companions, and held many 
a little secret together, thoroughly under- 
standing each other. She was also the 
great friend and confidant of the half- . 
a-dozen boys and girls who completed the 
family. 

The evening was fine, a healthy breeze 
freshened the bloom on the ladies' faces, 
as Mrs. Burton approached them looking 
more rusty, more lachrymose and sharp- 
featured by the contrast. 

" Q-ood evening, Mrs. Johnson," she 
said, " a fine evening for a stroll !" 

" Good evening, Mrs. Burton." 

Mrs. Johnson would have sailed on but 
the widow stopped her. 

" I want to make bold to ask you a 
question, Ma'am," she said. " Them 
French ladies who came to my house 
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with the Captain. I am sure I ask your 
pardon, but being a widow, you see, 
and knowing the philanthropy of the 
Captain — 
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She paused, simpering over the fine 
word. 

. " What ?" said Mrs. Johnson. " Has 
Captain Johnson brought them out to 
Hampstead ? Madame and Miss Lance." 

" Oh, of course, Ma'am, if you and the 
Captain know them, that is all I want; 
but as the ladies being both so remark- 
ably young and pretty, not to say flighty 
like." 

"They cannot be the same," said 
Joanna. " Papa said that they both 
looked as if they had seen a great deal. of 
trouble." 

"Well, Miss, the name is the same, 
anyhow. I thought 1 would just ask. 
Ma'am, being a widow, seeing they had 
no references to give but your's." 
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" Ours !'* cried Mrs. Johnson. " My 
good woman, you must be dreaming. 
Captain Johnson met these ladies on the 
Southampton steamer on Wednesday, he 
never saw them before in his Ufe." 

"Well, Ma'am, I hope you'll put me 
right with the Captain ; but being as I am 
a widow, I could not think of taking the 
young persons without a reference of some 
standing. Thank you kindly. Ma'am, I 
had my fancies about the philanthropy of 
the thing." 

" Insufferable woman I" cried Letty. 
" She will refuse to take them now, and 
she seems to think it a crime that they 
are young and pretty, instead of fusty old 
things like herself." 

" My dear," said Mrs. Johnson loftily, 
"it is a great mercy that your papa and 
you have someone about you to look after 
you ; as you grow older you will find that 
one can't be too careful in this world." 
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The next day when, with all their 
very small possessions in a little box 
which they had purchased, Agla^ and 
Marthe drove up to Mrs. Burton's door, 
they were met by the maid, Mary Anne, 
who hurried out holding her cap on with 
one hand. 

"Please M ," she said hastily. 

" Misses says as your not to get 
out." 

" PlaiUl r said Marthe. 

"You ain't going to stop here. Put 
that ere box up again," she said to 
the cabman who began to stare and 
grin. 

"It is a mistake," said Agla^ in her 
broken English. " These rooms are en- 
gaged for us." 

"We don't keep no foreigners here," 
said Mary Anne, stoutly filling up the little 
gate with her arms a-kimbo. 

" Let me speak to your mistress," said 
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Agla6, seeing a vision of the black bonnet 
behind the window blind. 

" My missus ain't got no time to come 
here." 

Marthe, who only half understood, leant 
forward and spoke peremptorily in 
such a flood of French, that Mary Anne 
lost her head and retreated. Agla^ who 
could not yet understand, but thought 
that it was all a mistake, now got out of 
the cab, followed by Marthe, then out 
rushed Mrs. Burton exclaiming. 

" I wonder at you, ladies, when I sent 
my servant to tell you as I had changed 
my mind. I can't undertake lodgers as 
haven't respectable references." 

" Madame !" exclaimed Agla^ aghast. 

" I mean it. Miss, Ma'am, or whatever 
you are, folks that have to pick up 
chance references on the steam-boat aint 
the sort as one as is a widow ought to 
put up with." 
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Her tone was indescribably insolent, 
her head vibrating with excitement. 

Marthe, terrified, clung to her stronger 
companion, the cabman leaning against 
his horse chuckled and repeated " Go 
it, ladies," thinking it all a very good 
joke. 

It was becoming a most serious and 
painful difficulty, when round the corner 
of the street, prepared for the emergency, 
came Captain Johnson and Letty. 

" Ah I too late," he cried ; advancing 
rapidly he exclaimed, ** I am so much 
disturbed at being too late to save you 
from this. Come with me, ladies, I have 
found you v«y nice rooms not far from 
ourselves." 

Letty with innate tact had gone straight 
up to the two girls and addressed them in 
terrible British French. She and her 
father anticipating what had really hap- 
pened after the interview on the Heath 
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the evening before, had busied themselves 
all the morning, unknown to their rela- 
tions, in finding rooms, where Miss 
Johnson's cordial description of a young 
widowed French governess and her sister 
in whom papa is much interested, insured 
a warm welcome and no question of 
references. There were only two rooms, 
a double-bedded one and a little sitting- 
room, but they looked on to a tidy 
little street, and were over a baker's 
shop. 

Agla6 and Martbe were very grateful, 
even more so when they found that the 
warm-hearted Letty had got their tea 
all ready for them, and she and her 
father sat down and shared some with 
them. 

" How good you are, it is the good God 
who has sent you to us," said Agla6 when 
they were taking leave. 

Letty, thoroughly shy at such demon- 
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sfcrative thanks, grew rosy as a peony, and 
with her firm young hand shook the 
slender white ones of the young French 
girls in a grasp they had never experienced 
before. 



CHAPTER XIII. 




Y dear, you will oblige me very 
much by calling on them 1'* 
"Don't you wish you may 
get it," was the curt but unmistakable 
answer of Mrs. Johnson — a pause, then 
her indignation gathered force. " And I 
wonder at you, Sam, for expecting such a 
thing. What on earth do you know 
about them? you don't seem to know 
whether they are respectable. I can't 
say it looks as if they were, on the 
face of it, fastening on to the first stranger 
they meet for protection." 
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" My dear Jane " 

"It is no use, Sam, you may talk 
till you are hoarse; you do not know 
what is due to your wife and daughters, 
and it is lucky for you that there are 
some that do — call, indeed !" 

" Poor lonely girls ! if you had seen 
them, you would not be so hard.'* 

" Hard I me hard ? the most soft-hearted 
woman that ever stepped." 

"Well, well, I did not mean it; but 
you see, wife, one's own girls might 
be placed like that among utter strangers." 

"That's all very well— they are not 
French people." 

" Ah, that's the crime, is it ?" he said 
almost angrily, then a sudden thought 
struck him, and he said briskly. " What 
did you pay Mademoiselle Octave ?" 

"Three shillings an hour — and now 
she's gone, I hear the new French mistress 
asks five." 
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** Madame Lance and her sister will 
take pupils at two francs — that is one 
and eight pence an hour/' he said with 
an air of indifference ; he said this at a 
venture, feeling sure that they would 
accept any terms he might propose to 
them. 

Mrs. Johnson looked thoughtful. 

" Of course that alters the case," 
she said slowly. ''If the demand is 
so reasonable — I daresay they have an 
outrageous accent I" she added suddenly, 
with the common conviction that if a 
thing could be had cheap, it must be of 
inferior quality. 

"Accent!" cried Captain Johnson, "I 
ought to know what accent is ; it is cer- 
tainly not like the German-Swiss-French, 
that your precious Mademoiselle Octave 
talked — their's is real Paris French, and 
they are real ladies." 

" Well, ni see about it," said Mrs. 
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Johnson sharply, for she did not like his 
tone. 

In the course of the afternoon she 
sent a . queer little French note to 
Marthe. 

" Les compliments de Madame John- 
son, et elle serrait joyeuse de voir 
Madame Lance a sa maison a trois 
heures ponctuel, car elle veut sortir." 

Marthe and Agla6 had a good laugh 
over the note, after which they dressed 
themselves and started to walk to Bellevue 
Terrace, 

They were much pleased with their 
landlady, the clean rosy little baker's 
wife, with her arms full of rosy babies ; 
the mixture of broken English and ges- 
ticulations with which they managed to 
make themselves understood by her was 
a constant source of fun. She directed 
them to Bellevue Terrace, and they started 
in good spirits. 

VOL. II. 
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Captain Johnson met them in the road, 
and told them with some apologies the sum 
he had mentioned to his wife as remunera- 
tion for their lessons; they were quite 
grateful and pleased, not thinking it so 
little as he did. He then left them, and 
they went on with rather beating hearts 
to the interview, which they began to 
think must be formidable, as so much 
preparation was deemed necessary. 

They were shown into a parlour with 
green stuff blinds. In this gloomy 
apartment, always kept in twilight, for 
fear the sun should injure the many- 
flowered carpet, the French girls found 
Madame Johnson and Joanna awaiting 
them, both looking so formidably tall 
and imposing that they rather quaked. 

Mrs. Johnson greeted them with a 
stately bow, waved them to a seat, 
and instantly proceeded to business. 
They were to give lessons three times 
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a week to Joanna and Letitia at the 
rate of one and eightpence for the 
lesson. They asked if she wished them 
to come together or separately, and as 
they evidently wished to come together, 
and Mrs. Johnson recollected that con- 
versation was one of the best aids for 
learning a foreign language, she begged 
that they would, stipulating that the 
pay was to be for both, not one. Then 
with their pretty manners they rose and 
left, having arranged to begin their duties 
the next day. 

Mrs. Johnson was astonished to find 
that at the end of their interview she found 
herself adopting quite a different manner 
with them, and wondering what they 
would think of her. Her feelings showed 
themselves when they were gone, and 
turning to Joanna she said. 

" They are quite singularly elegant !" 
" Why, mamma, you are quite as bad 

2 
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as papa and Letty," said Joanna laugh- 
ing. " They seemed to me Frenchified and 
affected." 

The same afternoon, Letty, with her 
hands full of flowers, went to the Lance's 
lodging, and great was her astonishment 
when she saw the transformation that a 
few yards of muslin and cheap ribbon 
had wrought. They had transformed the 
dull little room into a little French sort 
of bonbomiiere, little knowing how tran- 
sient such ornaments would prove in 
London. 

The two girls formed a very pretty 
group. Marthe lay almost flat on the 
sofa with her knees raised high, on 
which sat a sturdy curly-headed baby 
of about a year and a half old, with 
his little feet planted on her chest. Agla6 
held a much younger baby in her arms, 
and was singing to it a sweet little 
French song, her face bending over the 
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infant with the straight pure features 
and those lovely dark blue eyes brought 
a thrill of admiration into Letty's heart. 
A lively boy of three was standing with 
a comer of his pinafore in each dimpled 
fist, with his mouth wide open listening 
to Marthe*s merry voice. 

" Viens, mon petit bonhomme ! va, mon 
petit gamin ! ici, mon chou !" 

" You have got the baker's children ?'* 
cried Letty. 

"Yes, and so enabled our good land- 
lady to take a walk," answered Agla6 
smiling, and tossing the baby to make 
it crow. 

Letty sat down in the midst of them, 
captured Tommy, the eldest son of the 
house, and enjoyed a happy romp, over 
which the three girls became fast 
friends. 

Before many weeks had passed, Agla^ 
and Marthe had as many pupils as they 
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could wish for, and were earning as much 
as thirty-five shilUngs a week. They seemed 
to be very happy, especially Marthe, who 
liked the fun of anything new. Aglae had 
her hours of very deep depression, but she 
concealed them for fear of discouraging 
her companion, and contented herself 
with doing her duty in the present with- 
out looking to the future, which looked 
but a dreary vista. Teaching was more 
distasteful to her than to Marthe, though 
the latter made more fuss about it ; but 

* 

both did their best, and between times 
Agla^ busied herself with working some 
exquisite embroidery on satin, as a re- 
source in case of future failure of pupils, 
or unlocked for contingencies. She 
had reduced their expenditure as low as 
possible, there was enough' to live upon, 
but alas I nothing to put aside, and sad 
inroads had been made in their small 
capital of two hundred and fifty pounds 
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by absolutely necessaiy purchases, when 
lessons were few and some additions to 
their toilettes were indispensable. Then 
Marthe had allowed herself to be extrava- 
gant, and had spent money on gowns for 
herself and Agla^ both alike, far hand- 
somer than her situation demanded; 
altogether it was well that their buoyant 
natures were able to rejoice in the present, 
and not waste themselves in contemplating 
the future. 

To Letty Johnson the friendship she 
had formed seemed to open a new vista in 
her life, a whole set of new ideas, of 
grateful pretty fancies, and a sense of her 
own bad French accent, and ill-fitting 
gowns and boots. The taste for things 
really beautiful and refined, which had 
always existed in her, found develope- 
ment now in an enthusiastic admiration 
for Aglae; she was very fond of Marthe 
also, but she felt with her on more equal 
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terms, a creature still full of fun and 
frolic ; but she looked up to Aglae with 
reverence mingled in her love. 

One Sunday afternoon Letty came in 
and invited them to come and walk with 
her on Hampstead Heath. "I am not 
allowed to go alone on Sundays," she 
said, " and I am sure it will do you both 
good. Mamma and Joanna are going to 
afternoon church, and have taken the 
children with them, and papa cannot 
come with me, do come." 

They were nothing loth. The day had 
been very hot indeed, so hot that the dry 
dust was whirling round and round on 
the roads, and everything looked dried 
up and yellow. They walked along the 
straight high road which like a spine 
runs across the Heath. 

" Do you know," said Letty suddenly, 
" that this road always reminds me of an 
allegory?" 
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** How ?" asked Agla6 smiling. 

** This is the straight narrow road, the 
one straight path of duty leading straight 
to Heaven ; and look, on each side of it 
little tempting paths adorned with flowers 
and grass, twisting, turning, leading to 
cool looking trees and bowers, and in 
reality the whole ground cut up into pit- 
falls, and quarries, and holes for the un- 
wary/' 

" I never heard that allegory," said 
Agla^. 

" Oh, Lettie, how you would admire our 
country ; we should not have a great 
public path like this without a Calvaire 
to lead our hearts to Heaven." 

" Ah, I should like that," said Letty. 

** I should like you to see the great 
Calvaire on the coast to the south of 
Aleth," said Agla6. " It stands straight 
up against the deep blue sky, and the 
great waves wash up almost to its feet ; 
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it is a very great crucifix and the sacred 
figure is roughly hewn, but so grand and 
awful, at the foot of the Cross stands Our 
Lady, and her head is raised and her 
hands are clasped, and agony and love 
are in that holy face, so that one is 
driven to fall on one's knees. It is very 
solemn, very beautiful," 

" I am sure I should love your home," 
said Letty. " See this is the place to 
which I wanted to bring you." 

She led them through a little clump of 
fir trees, and choosing a nice mossy place 
they all sat down ; the tree sheltered them 
from the hot afternoon sun, and before 
them lay the glorious view of the great 
valley of the Thames, just bathed in that 
intensely blue mist which softens the land- 
scape of our EngUsh midsummer, when 
the trees are of their richest most vivid 
green, and the fields bright with the un- 
compromising yellow of a buttercup carpet. 
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"How beautiful it is," said Agla^ 
softly. 

" It is very seldom that you talk to me 
of your homes," said Letty suddenly. 
" And yet if I were you, so far away in 
a foreign country, I should never be 
thinking of anything else." She glanced 
at them with some curiosity, from any 
other girls by this time she would 
have known the whole history of their 
lives. 

" You see, Letty," said Agla6 in a low 
voice, ** when we came away we were in 
very great grief, and we cannot bear to 
think of it yet." 

"Was it long before then that Ma- 
dame Lance lost her husband?" asked 
Letty. 

Marthe rose abruptly, and walked to a 
distant tree. 

" I am so sorry," murmured Letty, " I 
did not mean to pain her." 
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" Never mind, only do not ask her 
again, poor Marthe I" 

" She looks very young," said Letty, 
looking at the slight girlish figure lean- 
ing against the old fir tree. 

" She is eighteen," answered Agla^ 
with a sigh, as it flashed across her that 
it was very young to be left, as she was 
now, bereft of everything. Presently 
Marthe came back with her eyes shining, 
and her small hands clenched. 

" You must never speak to me again 
of my husband," she said, " if you want 
to remain a friend. I hated him, he was 
bad, wicked, cruel.'* 

" Oh, hush — ^hush I" cried Agla6. 

" She should not have spoken of him," 
said Marthe. 

And Letty could only murmur, " I beg 
your pardon,''* and shrink back half 

Marthe did not recover her equanimity 
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at once, and Lettj was afraid to speak. 
Agla^ began again. 

" I think one's happiest days, perhaps^ 
are before one is grown up ; we were very 
happy in the Convent." 

** In a Convent I" exclaimed Letty. 

" Yes, at the * Sacre Coeur/ where our 
education was conducted by the good 
Sisters/' 

*• And was it nice ?' 

** We were very happy. We did not 
work very hard, I am afraid; but we 
were fond of each other, and very sorry 
when the time came to leave. The Mo- 
ther Superior was a true mother to us.'* 

" An^ did your friends come to see 
you ?" 

" My mother did, of course," said 
Marthe carelessly ; " and once or twice 
papa; but Aglad had no friends but 
ourselves." 

" No friends — not yours I" 
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Letty was very' much astonished, how 
could they be sisters, and not have the 
same friends. Agla^ saw the mistake, 
and hastily changed the subject, but it 
was too late. 

That conversation set Letty Johnson's 
active imagination to work, and after 
they had returned from their walk, she 
was still dwelling on it. Many were the 
romances she wove about her friends, for 
a time, however, she kept her conjec- 
tures to herself. 

Summer merged into autumn, and the 
wealthier inhabitants of such localities as 
Bellevue Terrace all got ready for their 
annual trip to the sea-side. 

Agla^ and Marthe found to their dismay 
and consternation that at least half of 
their pupils were going, and that for a 
month, or six weeks, they would be gain- 
ing almost nothing. Then also the hot 
weather was trying Marthe, she grew 
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paJer and thinner every day, and would 
sometimes sit for half an hour together 
with her hands idle in her lap, and her 
large eyes gazing into vacancy. 

About the twelfth of August Letty 
told her friends, with tears in her eyes, 
that the whole family were going off to 
Boulogne for a month. This seemed the 
climax, but Agla^ smiled bravely and 
talked of their return, and deceived her 
visitor into the belief that it was not such 
a trouble after all. 

They went, and blazing thirsty August 
set in, the air choked with dust, the half- 
watered streets yielding a close smell, 
the grass and trees all yellow and 
baked. 

How the two poor girls longed for the 
sweet air smelling of the fresh salt sea 
of their own Aleth. How they pined for 
the large rooms with their cool waxed 
floors and closed persiennes; the little 



2o8 FASCINATION. 



rooms above the shop seemed suffocating 
and always full of the hot smell of new 
bread. Now Agla^ began to understand 
Marthe's malady, and why she grew more 
tliin and more languid, for she found it 
attacking herself ; and though she strug- 
gled against it nobly, she soon realised 
that nothing is so hard to conquer as that 
heart-sickening maUd/u-pays. 

And the money was going, going faster 
and faster; now it seemed to take to 
itself wings and vanish away. Agla6, who 
took charge of it, did not tell Marthe 
how, night after night, she used to lie 
awake calculating how long they coidd 
make it last, and what could be done, 
when they would have to depend entirely 
on what they could earn. She looked 
hopefully for the time when the John- 
sons would come back, fully intending 
to consult her faithful friend old Sam, 
and ask his advice as to whether she 
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could hope to earn more by other means. 
So the slow weeks of August dragged on 
to their close. 




VOL. II. 



p 



CHAPTER XIV. 




|BOUT the sixth of September the 
Johnson family came home, 
returning more fresh, more rosy 
more abundant than ever. Captain John- 
son rubbed his hands when he looked at 
them, filing in to his hospitable house, 
and pride swelled his honest heart ; then 
he thrust his hands into his pockets 
and went off to visit his little French 
friends. 

They received him with a cry of wel- 
come and a torrent of words, and he 
sat down between them turwng from 
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one to another with honest beaming 
satisfaction, and amid their animated 
chattering and gesticulation, it was not 
^asy to see that they looked pale and 
white, and very large-eyed. Their visitor 
did them both much good, and Agla^ 
began to think that good days might 
be coming back, there was such security 
in the friendship of this good English- 
man. 

Excitement works on some minds like 
an intoxication, and perhaps none are 
so apt to be carried away by it as 
romantic people like Letitia Johnson, 
it rendered her quite giddy and care- 
less. 

Mrs. Johnson asked rather sharply 
as they were about to sit down to 
tea. 

" Where is your papa, girls ?" and 
Letty answered, 

" Gone to see Marthe and Agla^." 

p 2 
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Mrs. Johnson was aghast. 
**What do you mean by caUing them 
by their Christian names?" she said 
severely. *• I will have no such intimacy, 
if your father chooses to be civil to 
these people, it is no reason that you 
should go further — you know nothing 
whatever of them." 

" I do, mamma," said Letty indignantly, 
**and it is not kind of you to speak 
of them like that." 

"And pray, what do you know?" 
said her mother in a majestic withering 
voice. 

"I know," said Letty boldly, "that 
Madame Lance has been most unhappy, 
that her husband was a wicked, cruel, 
bad, heartless, abominable Frenchman." 

" And pray did she tell you that, 
or her sister?" asked Joanna sud- 
denly. 

" She is not her sister, I believe she 
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is only a friend, like a guardian angel — 
perhaps some princess in disguise," 
foolish Letty, her voice choked as she 
spoke of her idol. 

" Fiddlesticks, eat your tea," was Mrs. 
Johnson's practical answer ; but the mis- 
chief was done — ^her proprieties were 
alarmed. Could it be right that this 
Madame Lance should abuse her own 
husband to a girl like Letty, and pre- 
tend that the other young lady was 
her sister when she was not. Mrs. 
Johnson scented mischief from afar and 
snorted. 

That evening Mrs. Johnson took her 
husband roundly to task — he was sur- 
prised; pleased with the French lessons, 
he fancied that she was satisfied to let 
his poor young protegees alone, whereas, 
here she was down upon him as severely 
as ever, and very indignant because he 
could tell her nothing that she did not 



214 FASCINATION. 



know. At last, in desperation, he said 
that he knew where to write if he 
wanted references, and told her what 
they had said about the Mother Superior of 
the Sacr^ Coeur. 

She immediately calmed down, wrote 
the address which he relinquished with 
great unwillingness on an enyelope, and 
then assured him that she should be 
quite satisfied when she had written to 
the Convent; but that unless she did 
so, knowing what Letty had told her, 
and that the two girls were not sisters, 
but imposed themselves as such — she 
should certainly stop all lessons and 
intercourse between her girls and these 
Frenchwomen, and should think it her 
duty to inform the ladies who employed 
them with her recommendation that she 
had done so. 

Then Captain Johnson saw that it 
was useless to say more. The letter 
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to Paris started tliat night, and he felt 
quite like a culprit, and rather kept 
out of the way of Marthe and Agla^. 
Meanwhile the French lessons were re- 
sumed, pending the answer — and Mrs. 
Johnson, knowing that she should soon 
be entirely satisfied one way or the other, 
was unusually gracious to the young 
teachers. 

About four days after the letter was 
sent the answer came. Mrs. Johnson 
received it in her bed-room, and having 
read it, put it quietly in her pocket and 
went down to breakfast. Her face was 
so severe during that meal that Cap- 
tain Johnson felt sure that something 
must have gone very seriously wrong. 
When it was over she called him 
into the drawing-room, shut the door 
solemnly and placed the letter in his 
hands. 

" Bead that," she said, " and see 
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what you have brought upon me and 
the girls." 

The letter was written in beautifully 
worded French. 

" Madame— It was with infinite pain 
that I received your letter this morning, 
for I feel bound to answer the questions 
you ask me as freely as you request. 
The young ladies in whom you are 
interested, are I grieve to say living in 
London under a false name. The one is 
Madame de Lancefort, the other Made- 
moiselle Legr^s, their Christian names 
are those you mention, Marthe and Agla^. 
These young ladies were both with me 
from childhood, and like all the other 
demoiselles entrusted to my care, I loved 
them very dearly, and had no reason to 
think otherwise than very highly of their 
characters and conduct." 

" There !" cried Captain Johnson, 
snapping his fingers triumphantly, but 
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Ids wife only pointed grimly to the page 
saying. 

" Bead on, if you please.'* 

'^ Alas, Madame, you who have doubt- 
less experience know what dangers are 
to be encountered in the world. Within 
these sacred walls all was peace and 
security, once withdrawn from their 
shelter, storm and tumult and temptation. 
Marthe was taken from my protection 
in the summer of last year, and at once 
married by her parents to a very suit- 
able |?arfo'. Monsieur de Lancefort ; Agla^, 
who is possessed of no fortune, accom- 
panied a young friend and her relations. 
Mademoiselle de Beauvert, to her home 
in Aleth, at the same town at which 
the De Lancefort s resided. Madame de 
Larocheguyon Delmort, the mother-in-law 
of the Marquis de Beauvert, grandmother 
to Mademoiselle de Beauvert, resided at 
the Chateau as its mistress, and the 
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chaperone of the young ladies — it is from 
her that I am enabled to furnish you 
with all later particulars. My pupil, 
Mademoiselle de Beaurert, was fiancee 
to Prince del Monte, but before the 
marriage took place she died from the 
effects of an accident, and Monsieur le 
Marquis only survived her a few days. 
Madame de Larocheguyon then under- 
took to bring Mademoiselle Legr^s to 
Paris, to treat her as her own child, 
and be responsible for her future ; alas, 
her kindness was met with ingratitude — 
the very night before their departure 
from Aleth, Aglad left her without a 
word, without an adieu. 

" Meanwhile Marthe de Lancefort was 
dissatisfied with her marriage, she con- 
stantly displeased her husband, who being 
considerably older than herself had every 
claim to consideration; but he had sus- 
pected nothing worse than childish 
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insubordination to marital authority until 
one day he was informed by a faithful 
servant, who had for many years had his 
interest at heart, that (I blush as I write 
it) she had held a clandestine interview 
with a Captain Mac6, a man with whom 
her mother had allowed one of those early 
intimacies between little boys and girls 
which are so indiscreet, and apt to lead 
to complications in the future — I speak 
with authority, having educated half the 
young female noblesse in Paris-I resume, 
a terrible scene ensued, Marthe in the 
most open manner confessed that she 
loved this man, and hated her husband ; 
he, outraged, and furious, locked her into 
her chamber, and went to consult her 
father. Monsieur Angin. Madame de 
Larocheguyon tells me that throughout 
his conduct was straightforward and dis- 
tinguished by high-bred moderation ; alas, 
when he returned he found the window 
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open, Marthe had been carefully trained 
at the Gymnase, and was active and light 
— she had descended by the ivy — and 
from that day to this nothing has been 
heard of her, or of Agla^ Legrds. It is 
remarkable that Captain Mack's ship left 
the harbour that very day on a protracted 
voyage. You see, Madame, that I can 
only entreat of you to withdraw your pro- 
tection entirely from these ladies, it would 
be mistaken kindness to aid them to 
continue in rebelKon to their proper 
guardians. Marthe must return to her 
mother. Agla^, if she submitted to whole- 
some discipline for awhile, might be 
started afresh in life. I have consulted 
our Father Confessor, he reproves in me 
a weak yearning over my poor lost sheep ; 
he tells me to beg you not to step in your 
kindness between them and the suffering 
destined by a wise Providence to bring 
them to repentance. He exhorts you to 
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abandon them, as the only sure mode of 
bringing them home again.'* 

The letter dropped from Captain John- 
son's hand, and an indignant gleam shot 
out of his blue eyes. 

" And these people call themselves 
Christians," he said furiously. 

" They know what they are about," 
said Mrs. Johnson very coldly, " and that 
is more than you do I" 

But Captain Johnson had no patience 
to stay and hear the virtuous and self- 
righteous steps his wife was contem- 
plating, and he went out and crushed 
his hat on his head. Letty passing him 
in the hall thought she had never seen 
him so moved. 

" It makes it all so much worse, this 
mixing up of Marquises and Princes," 
said Mrs. Johnson to herself, as she put 
the letter carefully into her pocket, not 
quite knowing what she meant. "I 
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never knew any good come of foreigners 

yet.- 

Agla^ and Marthe were just on the 
point of starting for their round of 
lessons, when they were startled by 
the very abrupt entrance of Captain 
Johnson ; he walked in without knocking, 
and going up to the table, leant his 
hands heavily on it, and looking from one 
to another he said. 

" I want to know the truth, young 
ladies, is this Superior Mother, of whom 
you spoke to me as having brought you 
up, your true friend or not ?" 

" The Mother Superior of the Con- 
vent ? oh yes, indeed, she is our kindest, 
dearest, best of friends,*' they both an- 
swered. 

Captain Johnson uttered an emphatic 
" humph,'* almost like a groan, and de- 
parted as he came. The girls looked at 
each pther in some consternation, then to 
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hide her uneasiness, Agla^ gave a merry 
laugh and said. 

" Our friend grows more droll every 
day/' 

But they were not long left in doubt, 
when they arrived in Bellevue Terrace, 
instead of being allowed to run up as 
usual to the schoolroom, they were met 
})j the servant and escorted into the 
drawing-room, where they found Mrs. 
Johnson waiting for them. She was 
seated at her writing-table, writing notes, 
having already despatched two or three. 
She rose when they came in, and with 
cold politeness begged them to be seated, 
then she began ; she told them that she 
had long felt the imprudence of her con- 
duct in allowing them to become on 
intimate terms with her children, on so 
very slight a knowledge of their an- 
tecedents, and that on hearing from 
Letty that Marthe had allowed herself to 
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speak to her with great want of reserve 
and abuse of her own husband, she deter- 
mined to give them one more chance by 
writing to the friend whose address they 
had themselves placed in Captain John- 
son's hands, and she then showed them 
the letter. 

White and trembling, clasping each 
other's hands, the two poor girls read 
their fate ; when it came to the passage 
about Antoine's ship, Aglad looked up and 
said proudly. 

" That at least, Madame, you know to 
be a mistake." 

**Yes, I know,*' said Mrs. Johnson 
scrupulously just. ** And I will ask you 
yourselves, is all the rest true ?" 

"Absolutely," answered Aglae. "But 
perhaps before condemning us, Madame 
will hear our justification." 

" There can be none," was the implaca- 
ble answer. " Nothing can justify a wife 
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in flying from her husband, nothing can 
justify ingratitude to a benefactress, and 
abetting of a wife's insubordination. Of 
course all intercourse between us must 
cease, of course I shall feel it my duty 
to withdraw from the position I have 
allowed myself to hold in recommending 

you." 

Agla^ rose to her feet, Marthe doing 
the same. 

" I suppose we could not expect you to 
do otherwise, Madame,'* she said very 
gently. 

" Thank you a thousand times for all 
your goodness to us hitherto." 

Mrs. Johnson felt softened by the 
pathos of that quiet voice. 

"My dear young ladies," she said 
suddenly. 

" Do take the advice of a woman 
old enough to be your mother, and go 
back at once to your friends, please do." 

VOL. II. Q 
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^*You are very kind," said Agla^, 
again, shaking her head sorrowfully ; 
" but it is quite impossible." 

" That being the case, of course I can 
say no more, I will send round to you 
what is stiU owing, and I wish you good 
morning." 

They went home again, and there 
Marthe gave way to a violent fit of 
crying, sobbing and clinging round 
Agla^. 

"Oh, what will become of us ! what 
can we do ? and it is I who have brought 
you to this, Agla^." 

"After all, cfeene," said Agla^, trying 
to speak cheerily, "if the worst comes 
to the worst, you can go back to your 
mother, you know that she would receive 
you with wide open arms." 

" Never, never," cried Marthe. " She 
would force me to go back to him, and I 
have not half nor a quarter told you what 
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he is; lie is a fiend, a monster — no 
no, any death rather than that." 

When the time came for their next 
lesson they started; money must be 
earned in the face of sorrow. At the door 
of the first house a little note was await- 
ing them containing a polite dismissal, 
and so through that terrible day, one 
pupil after another was withdrawn. At 
night they found themselves with 
nothing but a few pounds of capital 
between them and grim poverty. 

Agla6 persuaded Marthe to go to bed, 
where she soon cried herself to sleep, 
and then the brave girl took out her 
embroidery, and worked at it till one 
o'clock in the morning. 
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CHAPTER XV. 




HE next few days passed sorrow- 
fully enough, Agla^ wrote a 
letter to Mrs. Johnson, simply 
and without exaggeration telling the 
history of their present position, but 
the answer was almost insulting in its 
brevity. " Mrs. Johnson presents her 
compliments to Mademoiselle Legrds, 
or Mademoiselle Lance as she may prefer 
to be called, and begs to decline entering 
into any further correspondence ;" that 
was the end of it. 

They could not bring themselves to 
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believe that their good friend, honest old 
Sam, would abandon them ; but he never 
came near them, and it was not till long 
afterwards that they heard that he had 
left home on one of the trips connected 
with his business — in truth he was best 
pleased to be out of the way, when all 
his female acquaintance at once were 
engaged in suppressing his pretty, help- 
less, young protegees. 

Aglae now began to look for employ- 
ment in earnest ; more of their money 
went in entering their names on every 
register or agency for foreign governesses 
that they could hear of — all was in vain, 

1 

everything that seemed as if just within 
their grasp vanished away before the 
fatal want of references: How Agla6 
grew to dread the letter from this or the 
other agent, desiring her to call on such 
a lady for a personal interview. It was 
always the same story, invariably her 
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appearance and manner and Marthe's 
charming ways brought them to the very 
eve of engagement, then the cold change 
of look when no references were to be 
had ; they grew to know it so well, but it 
was an ever renewed pain. 

Marthe was the first to despair; but 
she rallied quickly, and was ready in her 
turn to comfort Agla6. It was wonderful 
how these two characters deepened and 
developed under these terrible anxieties, 
how a power of endurance and elasticity 
appeared in the childish Marthe, and a 
strong faith and trust in Agla6, and 
they clung to each other more and more. 
One evening, it was after one of the 
usual failures, Aglae told Marthe that they 
must change their lodging, must go to a 
very much cheaper and smaller one which 
she had discovered about two streets off. 
Marthe acquiesced with a Uttle patient 
sigh, all the old petulance and discontent 
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was gone, and the next day they moved 
into one room, a clean little room, but 
very small and scantily furnished. The 
good little baker's wife nearly broke her 
heart over their departure, but comforted 
herself by promising to send the children 
to them very often indeed to cheer them 
up. 

When they had been installed in their 
new lodging about a week, suddenly 
Marthe came and knelt down by Agla^'s 
chair, as she sat working away as usual, 
and putting her arms round her waist she 
cried. 

" Oh, Aglae, my dear 1 my dear ! can 
you ever forgive me for bringing you to 
this ? it is all my fault, oh why, why, did 
I beg of you to come with me ? I was 
wicked, selfish, I was destroying you as 
well as myself." 

Her grief was so overpowering that 
Aglae was frightened, she found that her 
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head was aching and her hands feverish, 
and realized with terror that she was 
ill. 

Marthe was not very ill, it proved to 
be a sort of low fever ; there were a few 
days of wandering and then a long period 
of intense weakness. At no time very 
strong, the long painful strain of aU she 
had gone through during the last six 
months now reacted upon her, and 
seemed to deprive her of all power of 
rallying — it was absolutely necessary that 
she should have all kinds of strengthening 
things, her life depended on it. Agla^ 
no longer spared her money, after it 
should be spent, for Marthe's sake she 
must apply to Madame Angin, if no 
other alternative presented itself— so wine 
and jelly and quinine had to be bought 
and in unsparing quantities. 

One day Agla6 came in from a walk 
with one of her brightest smiles. 
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" See, my own Marthe," she exclaimed^ 
showing five golden sovereigns. " See, 
I have sold my embroidery." 

" Ah, tell me all about it, mignorme,*^ 
said Marthe eagerly in her weak voice, 
and a pink flush came into the little thin 
face, her eyes looked larger than ever, 
more effare as Aglad used to tell her 
laughingly. 

" I have been from one shop to 
another, and oh, Marthe, it is a terrible 
thing to go to these large shops to sell 
and not to buy, and they would hardly 
look at my work ; at last I went into the 
Registry in York Street, to ask if there 
was anyone thinking about me, and 
there was a lady there dressed like a 
Parisienne — she looked at me very at- 
tentively and then she explained that 
she wanted a French governess for her 
children, but — " and Aglae sighed deeply. 
" Of course it would not do. I was very 
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desperate, so I said that I had a sick sister, 
that we had come to England, feeling sure 
that we could earn our own bread, and 
that we could not do so— and I could not 
help it, and I began to cry. She asked 
me very eagerly if I could give her any 
French references, she would be quite 
satisfied with that, then she sighed and 
said sorrowfully, ^ You see if it were any- 
thing but for children, one might perhaps 
trust to one's own judgment.' Then I 
took courage and I said if she would 
only have the patience to look, that I did 
embroidery — she had a sweet face and 
looked at me so kindly, my hands were 
trembling as I undid the parcel; but 
when she saw the satin, it all lighted 
up with admiration. She gave me five 
pounds for it on the spot, and such 
good news, she has ordered a quantity 
of it to trim a whole gown, and I am 
to buy the material and begin it at 
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once, and she will pay me at the same 
rate, about a pound a yard. I wonder 
how soon T can get it done !" And she 
began to calculate on her fingers ; poor 
little eager worker. 
i In the afternoon the baker's little 

children arrived, their chubby hands full 
of great bimches of flowers; they were 
constantly sent to be Marthe's play-fellows 
now that she was obliged to pass so 
many weary hours alone, and she was 
amusing herself by teaching them 
little sentences of French and French 
nursery rhymes, much to the pride and 
delight of their mother. The flowers were 
very welcome, Marthe sitting propped 
up on her narrow little bed, arranged 
them with great delight, the little ones 
sitting round her clapping their hands, 
while Agla^, busy tracing out the pattern 
of her embroidery near the window, 
joined in the "rataplan-plan-plan-plan- 
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rataplan" that Marthe was teaching 
them. 

They were engaged thus when the 
door opened suddenly and Letty Johnson 
came in. 

They both started forward with an 
eager welcome, or half-hope that after 
all the stem Mrs. Johnson had relented ; 
but the fib*st words dashed their hopes 
to the ground. 

" I have only five minutes," said Letty, 
"I sUpped away and made my escape 
while mamma and Joanna were receiving 
visitors, I have never been able to manage 
it before." 

"You must not do it again, Lettie," 
said Aglae sadly. "It is not right to do 
things against your mother's will — she 
would not like it." 

" I cannot help it," said Letty im- 
petuously. "It is the horrible wicked 
injustice of the world, why cannot I 
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beKeve the evidence of my own common 
sense, and determine that you are the 
dearest, best, most beautiful friends in 
the world, in spite of appearances being 
against you." 

"It is very unjust,'* said Marthe 
indignantly, but Agla^ would not 
agree. 

" Unfortunately the world is too large, 
and one^s perception too small for it to 
be prudent to judge only by feeling, even 
you, Lettie dear, have you never been 
deceived in a friend ?" 

Letty blushed hotly. " I was once," she 
said. " But it was only when I was very 
young, I never could be so deceived 
again.'* 

" After all," said Aglae a little haughtily, 
" let us suppose the deception the other 
way, your mother is deceived about us 
now, when she is undeceived, then Lettie, 
dear kind Lettie we will be friends 
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again, till then indeed we must not 
meet.'* 

Marthe who was very weak began 
to cry, but Agla6 was firm. Letty 
was almost inclined to be angry with 
her for thus refusing her friendship, 
but she was too right-minded not to 
see that she was right, so she kissed 
them both with eager affection and went 
home. 

Letty boldly told her mother where 
she had been, and the reception that 
Agla^ had given her. Mrs. Johnson was 
softened. 

" This severity is quite necessary, 
Letitia,*' she said. " It is for their good, 
and it is only privation that will bring 
them to their senses." 

Letty walked away murmuring, " It is 
all for your ultimate good, said the 
cook to the eel, as she began to skin 
him." 
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Fortunately no one heard her. 

The days passed on, Aglae worked 
night and day at her embroidery, she 
had grown hopeless about teaching now, 
and no longer wasted time by going in 
search of it ; she no longer eat any meat, 
she declared to herself that she did not 
want it as she took no exercise. Poor 
Marthe was worse, another attack of 
weak low fever came on, and every 
day Agla^'s powers were becoming more 
overtaxed; she should get a great deal, 
fifteen or sixteen pounds for her em- 
broidery, so she did not feel in despair 
at the inroads all Marthe's necessary 
nourishment continued to make in the 
very little that was left. Her spirits 
never apparently deserted her, and when- 
ever poor Marthe felt better she also 
would be quite gay — a year ago and 
Marthe would have been peevish, fretful. 



FASCINATION. 



and discontented, but sorrow's furnace 
bad refined the eilrer and it was shining 
more brightly every day. 




CHAPTER XVI. 




T was a bright sunny day in Paris, 
one of those briUiant mornings 
which make everything look 
gay, and gayest of all the streets of 
the French capital. 

Across the Place Vendome walked 
Prince del Monte, the long winter was 
over now, the spring beginning again, 
bringing back with it all the anniver- 
saries of the short romance of his life. 
Weary of travelling, he was going home, 
but before doing so he came to Paris 
to find out Madame de Larocheguyon, 
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and see for himself whether Agla6 was 
happy. He dwelt on his recollection of 
Agla^ as the last link to his past hap- 
piness — the old trouble had ceased to 
pursue him; sometimes he would say 
that when his own prosperity failed 
him, and the agony and bereavement 
fell upon him, it expiated his curse. 
Certain it was that from the moment of 
his departure from Aleth the shadow 
seemed to be lifted away, and while 
all around him lived in joy and pros- 
perity, he moved among them as 
one apart in his sorrow and his lone- 
liness. 

He was changed; the eyes that used 
to be always on the ground, now free 
from the old terror, would meet the 
eye when he spoke, but there was a 
wild intensely mournful expression in 
them which would never pass away; 
there were white lines in the black 
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hair, and a new expression on the fine- 
cut lips, sweeter, more sorrowful, and 
quite free now from the old bitterness. 
Whether it were so or not who could 
tell, but he would kneel long, thanking 
God that the curse had fallen upon him 
now and spared others, it was his own 
belief. The change which brought the 
best and sweetest gift to him was 
the power of doing good to others, 
his hands were loosed, he gave, and 
his gifts brought upon the recipients 
blessings and not curses. 

Through the Place Vend6me Don 
Paolo passed on his way to the Convent 
of the " Sacr^ Coeur," and his mind was 
ill a great state of disappointment and 
perplexity. He had learnt from Madame 
de Larocheguyon of Agla^'s disappear- 
ance, now nearly nine months ago; he 
had listened to her complaints with indig- 
nation, and had now set himself the task 
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of finding her, blaming himself severely 
for not having sooner inquired about her. 
He had been so far away, he had thought 
her so well provided with a happy home ; 
but he admitted no excuse to himself, he 
felt as if he had failed in fulfilling Fi- 
nette's last request that he would be a 
brother to Agla^, and the thought was 
very bitter to him. 

" Monsieur le Prince !" 

Don Paolo started. He saw before 
him a gentleman dressed in the very ex- 
treme of the Paris fashion, his moustache 
waxed to the sharpest point, his hat rest- 
ing on hair fresh from the daily visit of 
the coiffev/r — his gloves of the most delicate 
shade of lavender — assorti to the satin 
tie, and the bouquet of some lavender- 
hued flower which adorned his button- 
hole. Don Paolo's glance fell from his 
face, round, good, amiable, in spite of 
the fierce moustache, to his boots, which 
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latter had heels' which effectually in- 
creased the height of the wearer from, 
perhaps, five feet four to five feet six. 
He did not recognize him. 

" Monsieur does not remember me," 
said the gentleman drawing a little back 
and throwing out his chest. " I am 
changed ; but it is not so long since we 
met at Aleth. Eolh I Plon-plon ! Mac- 
Mahon ! here ! present me to this gen- 
tleman I'* 

The poodles bounded up ; but the chord 
of memory was touched even before Plon- 
plon's enthusiastic arrival. 

" Ha ! le petit Jules I I beg your par- 
don," cried Paolo. " Indeed, Monsieur 
Mayen, such a change 1 you must recol- 
lect that one does not at once recognize 
in the finished man of society the little 
collegiefi of yesterday." 

Monsieur Jules bowed and blushed, 
charmed with the compliment. 
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" Trae, very true, Monsieur le Prince." 
"And how is your good father?" 
" Very well — he is at Aleth. I am 
here on business, but the claims of society, 
have enchained me," and he twisted his 
moustache. " However, I return almost 
directly; my business is connected with 
a hope I have ventured to cherish of being 
nominated a Depute at no great distance 
of time. The news I have to take back 
will rejoice the heart of papa." 

" I congratulate you. It is a pleasure 
to see an Aleth face ; if you have no par- 
ticular engagement, walk a few steps 
with me, and tell me any news of the 
old place. Is the new family liked?" 

" Not too much — they are very Ger- 
man. Monsieur le Baron talks Alsace — 
Madame pure German. The Germans 
are not popular, and they do not hide 
their opinions; Madame even defends 
the annexation. Papa never dines there." 
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" And other friends ?" said Paolo, lie 
took the arm of Monsieur Jules as they 
walked, the latter glancing right and 
left, hoping that some acquaintances 
might see him. 

" Apropos I I had a letter from Madame 
Angin this morning, giving me a little 
commission, which I purpose this after- 
noon to fulfil." 

" Madame Angin !" said Don Paolo 
anxiously. " Does she mention Madame 
de Lancefort ?" 

" It is about her — Madame is a widow. 
Monsieur de Lancefort died on Wednes- 
day from the effect of a carousal the night 
before, the poor man strove ever to for- 
get that he was no longer young." 

" Ah 1" said Paolo. " Poor Marthe ! 
what a blessing for her. We must do our 
best for her, must we not?" 

A dark blush spread over Jules' face. 
He said eagerly : " Monsieur le Prince 



24S FASCINATION. 

knows that I would do anything to atone 
for past thoughtlessness. I tell you all, 
and you can judge as to how we can best 
serve her. It appears that Madame An- 
gin has long known where her daughter 
and Mademoiselle Legrfe really are." 

" Then they are together," said Paolo. 

" Assuredly ; but Madame Angin who 
had heard it through the Sup^rieure of 
the * Sacr^ Ooeur' dared to take no steps, 
for Monsieur Angin was fully determined 
to leave her to starve rather than receive 
her, and to force her to return to that 
old rascal De Lancef ort ; but to-day she 
writes that the villain is dead, and she 
bids me at once obtain the address from 
the Convent, and send it to her, she 
dared not even keep the address lest 
Monsieur should find it; and Monsieur 
is not a bad man, but he is a father * sans 
entrailles P " 

" I am on my way to the Convent 
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on the same errand ; we have left 
them too long without aid, if you have 
no other engagement, shall we go at 
once ?" 

Jules was delighted, they summoned a 
fiacre to lose no time ; on the way Don 
Paolo ascertained that the disappearance 
of Agla^ with Madame de Lancefort had 
saved her in the eyes of Aleth. In vain 
did Monsieur de Lancefort endeavour to 
connect her flight with the departure of 
Captain Antoine Mac6's ship, nobody 
believed it ; if she had gone alone they 
said, it might have been so, but when 
that pearl among young girls, that young 
saint Agla6 Legr^s had gone with her, 
who could say a word. Victorine was 
among the foremost to defend the two 
girls. Don Paolo felt a thrill of admira- 
tion when he thought of it, and a keener 
pang of self-reproach — truly this was a 
noble sacrifice to friendship. 
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When they arrived at the Convent, 
the Mother at first received them very 
coldly; she distrusted these two young 
men, but a few words from Paolo 
explained the whole position of affairs, 
and she gave them the address of 
Mrs. Johnson, the nearest approach of 
their whereabouts of which she 
knew. 

"It is fair to tell you. Messieurs,'* she 
said, " that there is a possibility of this 
lady being no longer able to furnish 
you with their address, it is now four 
months since I wrote in answer to her 
letter." 

" Doubtless recommending them to her 
tenderest consideration ?" said Paolo 
somewhat sternly. 

The Sup^rieure turned towards him and 
a faint flush passed over the calm sad 
face. 

"Alas, Monsieur," she said, "you 
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are of the world, you see only the sorrows 
of mortality ; my soul yearned over their 
spiritual salvation, they had strayed from 
the path of duty, I bade her withdraw 
her protection from them, and leave them 
to the chastemng hand of Qod, believing 
that through chastisement and privation 
their souls would be saved, and they 
would come home/* 

" Ah ! who made you a judge ?" cried 
Paolo. " You, in this seclusion, what do 
you know of the dangers of the hell 
into which your hand may have thrust 
them?" 

She crossed her hands meekly, say- 
ing, 

" If I have erred, I have erred, but the 

Holy Mother is my witness that it was not 
wilfuUy." 

"All alone I utterly unprotected, their 
one friend cut off from them, and in 
London, oh Heaven !' 
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Paolo covered his face with his 
hands. Jules touched him on the 
shoulder. 

"Let us lose no time, Monsieur le 
Prince," he said, the tears in his eyes. 
** We can go to London to-night, you 
and I, we need not waste time on more 
letters.*' 

Don Paolo sprang up. 

" You are right, Mayen," he said. 

The Mother Sup^rieure stopped them 
as they were going out and said, 

" If you find them. Messieurs, bring 
them to me — tell them I will receive them 
into the cradle of their youth, that 
I will pray for them, and pardon 
them." 

" Pardon them," muttered Jules as they 
drove ofE. "It is not they who should 
ask pardon." 

They were able to start that same after- 
noon to catch the night boat from Dover 
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— Paolo was terribly anxious, Jules sym- 
pathetic and kind — it seemed as if the 
journey would never end. 




CHAPTER XVII- 




« r«<F;K^fviOW are you feeling, cherie?^ 

were Agla^'s words as she 
raised Marthe's pillow one 
bitterly cold afternoon. 

" Better, much better," was the usual 
answer. "I am sure I could go on 
knitting if you would give it to me. I 
can do it while you are out." 

*• You are sure that you do not mind 
being left, I shall not be long." 

" Quite sure. I am quite well to-day, I 
tried to walk this morning and went all 
rouTid the room ; but I felt just as old 
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Josais did after lie had seen the laveusea 
de nuity all battered and beaten, but I was 
quite proud to find that I could do so 
much." 

**We have no champagne left," said 
Aglae anxiously. " And it was that, that 
did you so much good." 

"Well, to-day you will have sixteen 
pounds twelve, is not that it, and that 
will be riches ! You can buy one more 
bottle of champagne, and after that I 
shall be quite well." 

" God grant it," answered Agla€ kissing 
her friend and going out, " An revoir, mig- 
nonne /" and as she went downstairs 
she heard Marthe's weak voice humming 
a gay little French song. She had not 
told Marthe that she held in her hand 
her last sovereign — it had come to that, 
there was only this one left ; but she was 
certain of the sixteen pounds, so it was 
only with a faint shudder at the thought 



256 FASCINATION. 



of what might have been that she put 
it into her pocket. 

It was a long way to walk to Baton 
Square, but Agla6 would not spend one 
farthing of that precious money on cabs 
and omnibuses, and she walked on 
valiantly, determined not to give way to 
the aching feeling of weakness in her 
limbs ; but she determined when she had 
been paid that she would eat some meat 
that night, though she had become a 
vegetarian as she would say laughing, 
it was very necessary to keep up her 
strength. 

She reached her destination at last, a 
large house in Eaton Square — it looked 
very gloomy, and she saw with a mis- 
giving that all the blinds were drawn — 
with a beating heart Agla6 rang the bell, 
she put her hand on the railing to support 
herself as she waited, wondering how 
long it would be before she could be 
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paid if Lady Mary Jekil was out of 
town. 

The bell was answered by a housemaid 
with no cap on. 

" There is nobody in town, Ma'am," she 
said seeing Aglae. 

" Alas," said the poor girl in her pretty 
broken English, " I have brought the 
embroidery Lady Mary ordered; it has 
taken all my time, and it is very difficult 
to wait for the payment." 

"Lady Mary," said the housemaid 
with a soared look. "Have you not 
heard ?" 

"No, what? I have heard nothing. 
I have time for nothing but work." 

" Her ladyship has had a fall from her 
horse while hunting in Somersetshire, and 
she is hardly expected to live. Are you 
ill, Ma'am?" 

For white as a sheet Aglad sank 
back against the door. The housemaid 
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brought her in and gave her a glass of 
water. 

"Thank you, you are very good. I 
am better now," she said rising to go. 
Her limbs were trembling, what was to 
become of them ? she had calculated on 
this money for their rent, to pay Marthe's 
doctor, to be everything. 

She never remembered how she found 
her way home, only once upstairs she 
took the one sovereign and put it safe 
away out of reach of temptation; it 
was the next week's rent, for one week 
more they might be sure of shelter. 
. " What has happened ?" cried Marthe, 
startingup as Aglae came in lookiug so white. 

" I cannot get my money yet," she 
answered bravely. " Lady Mary has had 
a fall, she must not be disturbed, in a few 
days without doubt " 

She did not finish her sentence, but 
proceeded to bring Marthe her tea. 
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"You see, cherie^ I cannot get cham- 
pagne for you," she said smiling. " At 
least not yet." 

" Are you coming to tea ?" 

" I am not hungry yet, darhng, you 
eat yours, I will have mine later when it 
is bed time." 

But when it was dark, and Marthe was 
sleeping, quietly she stole into bed 
supperless. 

" She must have something for break- 
fast to-morrow," she said to herself, and 
made up her mind that sleep would make 
her forget how hungry she was. 

The next morning there was only the 
bread and butter and radishes left, and 
no money to buy more, there was still one 
coal-scuttle of coals. 

"We must write to your mother, 
Marthe." 

Marthe clasped her hands passion- 
ately. 

s 2 
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" Then it is all over ! all over !" she 
cried. " "We have struggled on and we 
have failed — Agla^, Agla^." 

She went to her and knelt down beside 
her, and they clung closely to each other. 
Marthe shivering, hid her face on her 
friend's breast, and Agla^, with her 
lovely eyes looking away up to the sky, 
prayed aloud in little short sentences that 
God would protect them, be their Father, 
forgive them, save them. 

Presently Agla^ started up, and again 
went out with her embroidery, and 
Marthe set herself to knitting little 
woollen socks — the baker's wife already 
had purchased two pairs from her. 
Agla^ went to the shops again, again 
received the same answers, useless, 
useless, nobody would even look at it ; 
and yet she knew that it was so beautiful 
that the great ladies in Paris would have 
given anything she liked to ask for it. 
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Weary and worn out, Aglae came home 
at last, the baker's wife met her on the 
stairs, she was just going in. 

" I am much pressed for time. Made- 
moiselle," she said, "so I won't run 
up ; but please, John has made a new 
batch, and we should be so gratified if 
you would let us — " and she poured half 
a dozen fresh French rolls into Agla^'s 
arms, looking up with her shy face 
covered with blushes. Agla^ could not 
speak, what instinct had taught this kind- 
hearted little woman that actual grim want 
was not very far from the door ! she 
stooped down to where the woman stood 
below her, and kissed her comely cheek — 
she could give no better thanks. 

Meanwhile the Johnsons had not 
forgotten them, the pretty French ladies 
had become quite a sore point in the 
family; Captain Johnson forced against 
his will to acquiesce in his wife's decision. 
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did SO with a very bad grace, never at 
any time, that her fiat had over-ruled 
his, had Mrs. Johnson found the struggle 
so hard or so long ; but at bottom old 
Sam believed that his wife was right, or 
he would never have given in at all. He 
put an end to Letty's lamentations by 
a rather sharp command to obey her 
mother and say no more, and f eeUng sore 
at heart, he kept away from home as 
much as he could. Letty cried as if her 
heart would break, and altogether be- 
haved so badly that Mrs. Johnson 
declared she was more than ever con- 
vinced that she was right in breaking off 
all intercourse between her daughters 
and those Frenchwomen, for that 
already they had taught Letitia insub- 
ordination to lawful authority. 

It was a raw, cold, damp morning, Mrs. 
Johnson had gone out shopping, Joanna 
had taken some of the younger children 
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to a day-school, the only ones at home 
were Captain Johnson, reading the sup- 
plement of the TimeSy deep in its myste- 
ries so interesting to the initiated, and 
Letty, against rules, reading a novel 
in the morning. She looked very hand- 
some and blooming, with the bright 
colour in her cheeks, and her red lips rather 
pouting, her tall large figure becomingly 
dressed in sailor serge. 

She appeared a perfect vision of beauty 
to Monsieur Jules Mayen, who to their 
intense astonishment was suddenly 
ushered into the room by the parlour- 
maid, followed by Don Paolo. Monsieur 
Jules left all the introductions to his 
companion, he almost staggered in his 
admiration, and uttered, as Letty's Juno 
like figure rose to receive them, and her 
blue eyes opened wide with amazement, 
" Giel I quelfemme /" 

Captain Johnson was the first to recover 
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his presence of mind and to beg his 
visitors to be seated, and to do him 
the honour of introducing themselves. 
Monsieur Jules now found his tongue 
and presented Don Paolo and himself. 
Letty gave a little unconventional 
clap of the hands to her father's amaze- 
ment. 

" Ah I you have come at last," she ex- 
claimed. " I have always hoped some one 
would come to look after them." 

" Hush, Letty !" said her father, but 
Monsieur Jules thought this natural gush 
adorable, and drew his chair closer to 
hers and began to talk to her, while 
Paolo in a few words explained his errand 
to Captain Johnson. 

" We have been labouring under a 
terrible mistake it seems to me. Mon- 
sieur," said the latter, highly puzzled. 
"But I will show you the letter which 
influenced our conduct," and he fetched 
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the letter from the Mother Supe- 
rior. 

" It is just what I expected,'* said 
Paolo calmly, handing the letter to Jules, 
who could not forbear muttering : " It 
is an infamy I" as he read it. 

" The ladies,*' continued Paolo, " are 
the noblest, sweetest, most devoted of 
women. I do not know how to speak of 
my admiration and gratitude for Made- 
moiselle Legr^s, of her devotion to her 
unhappy, most cruelly persecuted friend. 
I can only beg that you. Monsieur, will 
at once furnish me with their address, 
that we may find them out." 

"It is 126, Elm Street," said Letty 
eagerly, " and, oh ! will you let me go 
with you ? I know the way, and I would 
do anything, anything to make up in the 
smallest degree for the cruel injustice 
with which they have been treated." 

" We shall be honoured by Mademoi- 
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selle accompanying us," said Paolo cour- 
teously, while Jules' little round eyes 
rolled in his head with admiration. 

In ten minutes they all arrived at their 
destination. They were shown into a 
shabby parlour on the ground floor by 
the dirty maid-of-all-work, who went up- 
stairs to inform the French ladies that, 
for the first time, they had real visitors, 
and that Missus had allowed them to be 
shown into her own parlour. 

Marthe came down leaning on Aglae's 
arm, and with two bright pink spots on 
her thin little face, their pretty gowns 
looked very worn and old now, and both 
girls had those pathetic eyes that come 
of care and suffering. 

When the door opened, and they saw 
who their visitors were, Aglad realised, 
perhaps, for the first time, what her 
friend's one dread and terror had been; 
she staggered back against the wall, with 
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her hands out tremblingly, beseechingly, 
and her voice rose almost to a scream. 

" You have not come to take me back 
to him ? Oh, Prince I dear Prince ! you 
were so kind to me. You will not let 
them take me back I have pity — have 

pity !" 

" Madame need not fear," said Jules 
solemnly. " Madame is a widow now." 

Then Marthe sank down, and would 
have fallen to the ground had not Letty 
sprung forward to catch her, and she 
and Monsieur Jules supported her to the 
sofa. 

Agla^ stood with her hands clasped, 
and her eyes raised to Paolo's face, and 
as he looked down into them, he seemed 
to realize the joy, the immensity of the 
relief. 

He took her hands, he pressed them 
to his lips, saying again and again : 
" Agla^, can you forgive me that I 
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have been bo long — I can never forgive 
myself." 

Old Sam blew his nose violently, and 
stamped about the room. Then finding 
that no one was disposed to move, he 
went ofi hastily to prepare his wife's mind 
for what had happened, and for many 
extra gueets at dinner. 




CHAPTEE XVIII. 




HE new position of affairs was 
not quite without embarrass* 
ment, Marthe and Agla^ were 
too young to be quite free from the ne- 
cessity of a chaperone, in spite of the 
former's two years of unhappy married 
life, and neither of the two young men 
were related to them. 

In the difficulty, Paolo applied to Mrs. 
Johnson, and she so felt the delicate 
flattery of that appeal to her superior 
wisdom, that her heart was altogether 
won and for ever. 
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The two girls were moved to a more 
comfortable apartment, a lady's-maid was 
engaged, gowns bought. It seemed like 
a dream to Agla^ to feel that but a few 
days before she and Marthe had actually 
known want. A carriage was taken, and 
Marthe went out driving daily ; the doctor 
would not allow her to think of returning 
to France till she was a little better able 
to bear the journey, and excepting for a 
great wish to see her mother, she was 
content to remain. She wrote home 
orders that the Maison de G^rie was to 
be sold, she would never live there again ; 
she was rich now, very rich for Aleth, 
she would not have a settled home at 
present, she said. Her one thought was 
to give Agla6 pleasure, she implored her 
to continue to live with her as a sister, 
and was determined to follow out her 
wishes in every respect, and perhaps 
travel for a time. 
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Don Paolo and Monsieur Jules, Mon» 
sieur le Baron de Potdelai as he was now, 
in right of his father's titled purchase, 
continued at their hotel, every day fre- 
quenting Marthe's little salon. She had 
transformed it into a spot of France itself 
with its gay appearance; her dress, al- 
though the deepest French mourning, 
appeared outlandish to the Johnsons, her 
hair had returned to the old fashionable 
curls, and loops, and twists, she lay on 
her sofa with a lace quilt over her dainty 
little shoes. It was all over, like a bad 
dream, and all the bright French viva^ 
city sprang up again, making the chatter 
of the foreign voices a source of aston- 
nishment to English ears. In Agla^ the 
elasticity was not so great, her laugh was 
not so ready, nor her answers so sparkling 
and quick as Marthe's. A few days there 
had been of intense happiness ; then one 
night she awoke with a little cry, she 
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had been dreaming, dreaming that Fi- 
nette was in her arms, and her golden 
hair touching her cheek, and she woke 
with an old sleeping pain in her heart 
reawakened. Finette was gone, the old 
life was gone, and the love and the life 
of two hearts were buried in her grave. 

Letty was always with them, and when 
Letty was there, Monsieur Jules had 
eyes for nothing else; his admiration 
grew daily, and Mrs. Johnson was not 
averse to the idea that her daughter had 
a Monsieur le Baron for her suitor. It 
never entered Captain Johnson's head 
that his tall blooming Letty could fall 
in love with such a little man, he forgot 
that Love's glasses are magnifiers, he 
would hardly have believed that lepHit 
Jules with his waxed moustachios and his 
slender waist had fulfilled the wildest 
dreams of the Juno-like maiden's ideal 
hero, but so it was, before the first week 



FASCINAflON. 273 



in London had passed, Jules wrote an 
impassioned letter to his father, en- 
treating his permission to propose, d 
VAnglaise^ to the object of his adora- 
tion. 

Monsieur Mayen shed tears over the 
beauty of the letter ; he wrote a cordial 
consent, only exacting that his son before 
committing himself should ascertain 
whether any dot would be forthcoming. 
This Monsieur Jules found embarrassing, 
so he consulted Madame de Lancef ort as 
to what course he should pursue, and she 
wrote a pretty little note asking Mrs. 
Johnson to come and see her, and then 
point blank asked her the question — ^Mrs. 
Johnson could not misunderstand the 
question, said Marthe, with a significant 
little shake of the hand^ Mrs. Johnson 
was a little startled that day, never, as 
she expressed it, had she seen them all 
look so French. 

VOL. II. T 
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Marthe took her and Letty out with her 
in her pleasant open carriage, and Jules 
was allowed to accompany them. Agla^ 
thought she should have the afternoon to 
herself, she was very tired, feeling more 
and more every day the reaction of all she 
had gone through ; and when Marthe was 
gone, she drew her chair close to the fire, 
and sat down leaning back in it, with 
her slender hands clasped idly in her 
lap. 

Presently, without knocking, Paolo came 
in, she started up and a flush came over 
her white cheek ; he came up and drew a 
chair beside her, and sat down taking her 
hand. 

" You are tired, Aglad," he said very 
gently. "I can see it when they are 
jesting and talking, you do not feel 
equal to it, the strain has been too 
severe.*' 

There was something in the tone of his 
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voice, which went to her very heart, 
she looked at him but did not 
Bpeak. 

*^Do you remember Agla6," he went 
on, " that day when we stood on the 
cliff at Aleth, and I told you the curse 
of my life ; the sun was going down, and 
the golden Hght shone on your face, and 
you spoke words to me of comfort and 
hope. We were sorely in need of both 
them, for she — she was lying dead 
with the white flowers on her 
breast." He paused, and the old look 
of intense pain passed over his 
face* 

" I remember," murmured Agla^. 

"Prom that time the curse seems to 
have left me, the terrible fate passed away 
when the hand of God fell on me, on me 
myself, and now my one hope is to go 
through the world doing good, giving ; 
for my gifts are blessings now, not 

T 2 
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curses, helping, strengthening those who 
suffer. I pray that God will help me in 
this work. I am going back to Italy 
now, my wish is to found a great 
hospital, that my gift may bring 
thousands health, and ease from pain, 
or at least a happy death, am I 
right ?" 

"God speed your work!" she said 
earnestly. 

" And to me, Aglad, it seemed once 
that it would be the aim, the fulfilment 
of my life ; but since I have been here, 
since we have met once more, that old 
feeling of unutterable loneliness has come 
back ; the wings of my soul have grown 
heavy again, I cannot soar." 

" Poor friend," she said softly. " Ah, 
it will take years to forget." 

" Forget ! ah never, never ! I would not 
forget, Agla^, she left me in you a never 
ceasing remembrance of her sweet self, 
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sbe left yon to my care, Agla^, and I in 
my selfish grief went away, and left you 
all alone." 

" You could not help it," she said with 
a little wan smile. 

"And now I would fain keep you, 
protect you, never let you go from me 
again ; but, Agla^, I dare not ask it of 
you." 

She hid her face in her hands to hide 
the joy, the pain, the terror of what was 
coming. 

He knelt down beside her and took both 
her hands in his. 

"Aglae," he said, "you are so 
beautiful, so young, the world still lies 
before you, and many a fair future from 
which to choose, and I can only offer you 
the love of a heart that was broken long 
ago. I would love you, dearest, I would 
do anything in the world for your dear 
sake, but if it is not possible that such 
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happiness can come to me, then, Agla^, 
look up, look into my eyes, my sister, and 
tell me that I may be your brother though 
you cannot be my wife." 

But Agla^'s head sank lower and lower, 
he put his arm round her now and went 
on speaking softly. 

" Agla^, will you love me a little, a very 
little ? the world is very lonely ! you 
have none to love ; others go their way, 
that fair English girl hers, Marthe to 
Antoine when he comes home to Aleth ; 
will you be my own, my noble precious 
wife, can you love me ?*' 

Still no answer, and he saw the story 
written there, and drew her to his 
heart. 

"The great work must be done 
together," she said softly. "We will 
serve Q-od hand in hand." 

Did he read in her words, and the 
light on her face, the sweet shy smile 
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quivering on her lips, the soft tenderness 
of shining eyes that she loved him — not 
a little. 





CHAPTER XIX. 




" C35KS53JJLL ?" said Monsieur Jules 

eagerly, when Marthe's car- 
riage had set down the John- 
sons. "Well, Madame, have you good 
news for me ?*' 

"Yes," she answered smiling gaily. 
" Captain Johnson has the intention to 
bestow a hundred a year on his daughters 
during his life, and at his death the sum 
of a thousand pounds." 

"Ah," said the little man striking 
himself on the chest. " This fulfils my 
wildest hopes, it will gratify papa. I fly 
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at once to obtain permission from le 
Capitaine Johnson to address Mademoiselle 
Lettie a VAnghise^ what a ravishing 
moment. Au plaisir de vous revoir.** 

The flourishing bow and he was gone, 
and Marthe went upstairs with her 
slow feeble step, and a smile on her 
lips. 

Agla^ was stiU seated by the fire, and 
Don Paolo leaning his elbow on the 
chimney-piece looking down on her. The 
red glow shone on the extreme beauty of 
their faces, and on both Marthe read 
the same expression— a deep earnest 
gladness, chastened by past suffering, 
a joy and thankfulness in the new found 
happiness. 

Marthe understood at once, and she 
came softly in and knelt down by Agla6, 
and put her arms round her and kissed 
her passionately. 
. " You do not know what she is," she 
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said to Paolo, her voice choked with 
©motion. " You can never know what 
she has been to me, from what' she 
has saved me, and all that I owe to her 
and can never repay/' 

Paolo smiled softly, he thought he 
knew. 

In about a week more Marthe was 
pronounced strong enough for the journey 
home. 

How Monsieur Jules found himself in a 
little difl&culty 7 luB presence was urgently, 
needed at home, matters Tcspeetixig his 
candidature demanded him, but it was 
very hard to resign the presence of hig 
fiancee so soon. 

Captain Johnson gave his consent 
heartily enough, but could not quite 
reconcile himself to the idea of a 
French son-in-law. He hummed and hawed 
a good deal, and constantly called on 
Marthe to reassure him by her descrip- 
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tions of the pretty villa, the high estima- 
tion in which the Mayens were held by 
everybody, and also of the small but 
very pleasant and sociable little English 
society established in Aleth, the kindly 
members of which would certainly extend 
their pratection to their young country- 
woman. 

Again Mrs. Johnson came to Ihe 1 ijumUj 
and arranged that she and her husband 
and their two eldest daughters should 
accompany Aglai and Marthe to France, 
and at Jules' s earnest entreaty they would 
take a house there for two months ; when 
they were estabUshed the younger mem- , 
bers of the family were to join them, and 
the double wedding take place in France, 
all was arranged so to the great satisfac- 
tion of everyone, and the plan was carried 
out as arranged. 

Once more only did misgivings surge 
up almost overwhelmingly in the heart 
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of good old Sam. It was on board the 
steamer, his handsome daughter spent 
half the night on deck enjoying the 
dancing waves, wrapped in a tarpaulin ; 
the more the boat danced, the higher 
rose her spirits and her bloom, he was 
proud of her, boasting that the daughter 
of an old English sailor was bom with 
sea-legs, but by-and-by when he saw 
his future son-in-law in the comer of the 
cabin, an abject heap of unutterable 
misery, with agonised black eyes look- 
ing out of a face which had lost all 
the roundness of its symmetry, and 
moustachios drooping for want of the 
inspiring mastick, all encompassed by the 
ear-flaps of a tartan smoking-cap, then 
did his feeling somewhat overcome him; 
he rushed up on deck again muttering to 
himself, and a close listener might have 
caught an allusion to frogs in the mut- 
terings. 
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Monsieur Mayen was waiting on the 
quay, resplendent and portly. He wel- 
comed Captain Johnson with a warm 
kiss on each cheek, and kissed the hands 
of the ladies with effusion. Monsieur 
Jules did not make his appearance till 
some ho urs later. 

Madame Angin also was waiting on 
the quay, with eager arms outstretched to 
receive her child, how eager, how loving, 
Marthe felt that she never had known 
before. 

Prince del Monte had left them in 
London, not yet, if ever again, could he 
face Aleth. 

Aglae remained a few days with her 
friends, and then, in spite of their earnest 
entreaties, she returned to Paris to the 
shelter of the Sacr^ CoBur. She had need 
of rest to mind and body, and no 
where else could she obtain it so per- 
fectly as in her old home of the convent. 
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'*Ab, child 1 child!" said the Mhve 
Sup^rieure to her one day. " Thou hast 
missed thy vocation, thou shouldst have 
been one of us." 

** Not so,'* answered Aglae with a 
smile and a tear. " God has yet work for 
me to do in the great busy rolling 
world." 

At the end of three months the good 
Sisters crowned her with roses and 
orange-flowers, dressed her in the em- 
blematic white, and led her to St. Ger- 
main I'Auxerrois. 

There was a dark holy stillness over 
the old church, the windows glowed like 
crimson and emerald jewels, the sweet 
powerful incense rose in pale blue clouds 
on the altar bearing with it adoration 
and prayer. Agla^ knelt with bowed head, 
and Paolp's hand clasped hers, and the 
two lives were bound in one for ever and 
ever. There was a strange feeling in her 
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breast, a strange sound in her ears^ 
among the high thrilling voices of the 
choir that were rising all round her 
joyously singing the Marriage Hymn, 
there seemed to her one strangely familiar 
voice sounding more sweet, more heavenly 
among the rest, rising and rising in a 
glory of music — was it Finette singing 
among the angels, and from her home in 
Heaven blessing the marriage day ? 

The Sisters of the Sacr^ Coeur, when 
they went home, described, awestruck, 
how the light had fallen on the faces 
of the bridegroom and the bride with 
a radiance as if from Heaven — and they 
never forgot it. 

And the years passed swiftly away. 
In their beautiful Eoman home Paolo 
and Agla6 lived and were happy, and 
the work of the great Hospital grew and 
throve. 

In one corner of the chapel was 
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placed a marble tablet, before which 
Agla^'s lovely little Donna Giuseppina 
had been taught to place fresh flowers 
every Sunday, it recorded in Latin the 
old friendship of a faithful friend who 
had been very good to Paolo in his 
youth. Siguora Olivari, she died in one 
spring-tide, long ago before the news 
had reached her that Finette was dead, 
long ago. Donna Giuseppina used to 
climb on her father's knee to kiss away 
the strange look of pain which came 
into his beautiful eyes when they rested on 
that spot. 

And the years passed swiftly in 
Aleth, Monsieur and Madame la Baronne 
Mayen de Potdelai were blessed with a 
family a VAnglaise — seven of them; the 
oddest mixtures of small dark-headed, 
black-eyed little boys, and large fair 
round-limbed girls — they were the admira^ 
tion of the place. 
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Captain Antoine Mac6 returned 
after a four years' absence, and the 
marriage bells rang once more for the 
wedding of Marthe to the lover of her 
youth. Such a wedding had never 
been seen in Aleth, for Antoine was 
rich now, and spared nothing to honour 
his bride. 

And the faithful Victorine — her hus- 
band died, leaving her a widow after 
four years' marriage, the people all said 
it was a happy thing, but faithful Vic- 
torine mourned him as though his worth 
had been inestimable. It came to Agla^'s 
knowledge that she was free, and she sent 
for her to come and become bonne to 
her two children, and she never left 
them again. The fair hair and blue 
eyes of the handsome Bretonne excited 

much admiration in Italy. 

« » « « 

The sun was sinking fast, the sky 
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blazing with crimson and gold over which 
the purple curtain of night was slowly 
unfurling. 

Paolo and Agla^ were riding home- 
ward through the Campagna, he had 
taught her to share his favourite ezer<* 
cise; all round them wave upon wave 
lay the beautiful lines of country and 
afar the distant hills, half in purple 
shadow, half bathed in a light as of 
liquid-fire — they rode slowly, for a warm 
sirocco wind made the air heavy and sweet 
with the 3cent of some wild marsh- 
plant, Agla^ looked up at her husband, 
and saw how his dark eyes gazed into 
the setting sun; never before had she 
so noted the strange double line in the 
iris, it brought the old story back to her 
mind, 

" Paolo," she said very softly, " where 
have your thoughts wandered away? 
Very far?" 
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" Far enough, carinaj back into the 
dim past/* and he looked round at her 
sweet face. 

"Is it the old sorrow?" she said 
earnestly. " Oh 1 Paolo mine I will it 
never pass away.'' 

He made no answer, only the look of 
pain crossed his face that she knew so 
well. 

" At least you are happy now?" 
she said quickly, and her voice was 
choked. 

" Happy I" suddenly he seized her hand 
and pressed it to his lips. " Happy I my 
beloved — my wife! more happy and 
blessed in your love than my foolish 
words can say." 

" Then why " she could not finish 

her question, the tears rose with a rush 
to her eyes. 

He moved restlessly. " Do not talk 
of it, Agla^ ; it is the old story, the old 
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wonder whether it was true, whether 
during all the early years of my life it 
was true that that curse was upon me ; 
was it all my fault, all my fault? And 
yet, sweet wife, you wonder that at 
times the shadow of the past falls over 
my soul, and pale phantoms of the dead 
flit before me, and point to me as the 
cause. Oh, Heaven 1" 

Agla^ held out her hand and took his. 
" It is not true ! it is false. A temptation 
of the devil,*' she cried. 

" I do not know," he said wearily. 
" Do not speak of it now, Aglae, let it 
rest ; when the dark hours are upon me, 
do not speak of them. Pray for me, and 
so you will do me more good." 

She bent down once more, and a look 
of great awe was in her face. 

" Paolo !" she said very earnestly, 
" do you really believe what you say, or 
is it only some strange dark temptation 
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which you need all your strength to fight 
against." 

" I cannot tell," he answered. " Prom 
earliest times, in every part of the world 
the tradition lingers. Do not ask me if 
it is true," and he shuddered violently 
and lowered his voice. " But the learned 
in every age have failed to explain away 
the mystery of~* The Evil Bye.' " 



THE END. 
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